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Containing,  among  other  Things, 

I.  A  Moral  Survey  of  the  Notturnal  Heavens. 

II.  A  Night-  Ad  dress  to  the  DEITY. 


Humbly  Inscribed  to  His  Grace 

The  Duke  of  NEWCASTLE, 


One  of  His  Majefty’s  Principal  Secretaries  of  State. 
- Tatis  contrc.ria  fata  refendens.  Virg. 


AS  when  a  traveller,  a  long  day  paft 

In  painful  fearch  of  what  he  cannot  find. 

At  night’s  approach,  content  with  the  next  cot. 

There  ruminates,  a  while,  his  labour  loll ; 

Then  chears  his  heart  with  what  his  fate  affords. 

And  chants  bis  fonnet  to  deceive  the  time. 

Till  the  due  feafon  calls  him  to  repofe  : 

Thus  I,  long-travell’d  in  the  ways  of  men, 

And  dancing,  with  the  reft,  the  giddy  maze, 
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4  The  Consol  a tic n .  Night 9. 

Where  dif appointment  fmiles  at  Dope's  career  ; 

Warn’d  by  the  languor  of  life’s  evening  ray, 

At  length  have  hous’d  me  in  an  humble  lhed  ; 

Where,  future  wand’ring  banilh’d  from  my  thought. 
And  waiting,  patient,  the  fweet  hour  of  reft, 

I  chafe  the  moments  with  a  ferious  fong. 

Song  fooths  our  pains ;  and  age  has  pains  to  footh. 

When  age,  care,  crime,  and  friends  embrac’d  at  heart. 
Torn  from  my  bleeding  breaft,  and  death's  dark  fnade, 
Which  hovers  o’er  me,  quench  th’  ethereal  fire  ; 

-Canft  thou,  O  Nighj  !  indulge  one  labour  more  ? 

One  labour  more  indulge!  then  fieep,  my  ftrain  ! 

Till,  haply,  wak’d  by  Raphael’s  golden  lyre,  . 
Where  night,  death,  age,  care,  crime,  andforrovv,  ceafe; 
To  bear  a  part  in  everlafting  lays  ; 

Tho’  far,  far  higher  fet,  in  aim,  I  truft, 

Symphonious  to  this  humble  prelude  here. 

Has  not  the  mufe  aflerted  pleafures  purea 
Like  thole  above  ;  exploding  other  joys  ? 

Weigh  what  was  urg’d,  Lorenzo  '!  fairly  weigh  j 
And  tell  me,  haft  thou  caufe  to  triumph  ftill  ? 

J  think,  thou  wilt  forbear  a  boaft  fo  bold. 

But  if,  beneath  the  favour  of  miftake, 

Thy  fmile’s  fmcere ;  not  more  fincere  can  be 
Lorenzo’s  fmile,  than  my  companion  for  him. 

The  fick  in  body  call  for  aid  ;  thefick 
In  mind  are  covetous  of  more  difeafe  ; 

And  when  at  'worji,  they  dream  themfelves  quite  'well. 
To  know  ourfelves  difeas’d,  is  half  our  cure. 

When  nature's  blulh  by  cujiom  is  wip’d  off, 

^nd  confidence,  deaden’d  by  repeated  ftrokes, 
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Has  into  manners  naturaliz’d  our  crimes  ; 

The  curfe  of  curfes  is,  our  curfe  to  love  j 
To  triumph  in  the  blacknefs  of  our  guilt 
(  As  Indians  glory  in  the  deepcll  jet) 

And  throw  afide  cur  fenfes  with  our  peace. 

But,  grant  no  guilt,  no  fhame,  no  lead  alloy  ; 

Grant  joy  and  glory  quite  unfully’d  (hone  ; 

Yet,  Hill,  it  ill  deferves  Lorenzo’s  heart. 

No  joy,  no  glory,  glitters  in  thy  fight, 

But,  thro’  the  thin  partition  of  an  hour, 

I  fee  its  fables  wove  by  deJUny ; 

t 

And  that  in  forrdw  bury’d  ;  this,  in  fliame  ; 

While  howling/bm’.f  ring  the  doleful!  knell ; 

And  confcience ,  now  fo  f&ft  thou  fcarce  canft  hear 
Her  whifper,  echoes  her  eternal  peal. 

Where,  the  prime  ad  or?  of  rhe  lajl  year's  feene; 
Their  port  fo  proud,  their  bufkin,  and  their  plume  ? 
How  many  Jleef,  who  kept  the  world  awake 
With  1-uftre,  and  with  noife  !  has  death  proclaim’d 
A  truce,  and  hung  his  fated  lance  on  high  ? 

Tis  brandifh  d  flill ;  nor  fh all  the  prefent year 
Be  more  tenacious  of  her  human  leaf, 

Or  fpread  of  feeble  life  a  thinner  fall. 

But  neediefs  monuments  to  wake  the  thought; 

Life’s  gayeft  feenes  fpeak  man’s  mortality  ; 

Tho’  in  a  ftyle  more  florid,  full  as  plain, 

As  ?naufoleums ,  pyramids,  and  tombs. 

What  are  our  nobleft  ornaments,  but  deaths 
Turn’d  flatterers  of  life,  in  paint,  or  marble. 

The  well-ftain’d  canvas,  or  the  featur'd  done  ? 
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Our  fathers  grace,  or  rather  haunt,  the  fcene. 

Joy  peoples  her  pavilion  from  the  dead. 

“  Prof  eft  diver  ft ons  !  cannot  thefe  efcape 
Far  from  it :  Thefe  prefent  us  with  a  fnroud  ; 

.And  talk  of  death ,  like  garlands  o'er  a  grave. 

As  fome  bold  plunderers,  for  bury'd  wealth. 

We  ranfack  tombs  for  paftime ;  from  the  dull 
Call  up  the  fleeping  hero  ;  bid  him  tread 
The  fcene  for  our  amufement :  how  like  Gods 
WTe  fit ;  and,  w’rapt  in  immortality. 

Shed  gen'rous  tears  on  wretches  born  to  die ; 

Their  fate  deploring,  to  forget  our  own! 

What,  all  the  pomps  and  triumphs  of  our  lives5 
But  legacies  in  blolTom  ?  our  lean  foil, 

Luxuriant  grown,  and  rank  in  vanities. 

From  friends  interr'd  beneath  ;  a  rich  manure  1 
Like  other  worms,  we  banquet  on  the  dead  j 
Like  other  worms,  fhall  we  crawl  on,  nor  kno  w 
Our  prefent  frailties,  or  approaching  fate  ? 

Lorenzo  !  fuch  the  glories  of  the  world  ! 

What  is  the  world  itfelf  ?  Thy  world  ? — a  grave. 

Where  is  the  dull  that  has  not  been  alive  ? 

The  fpade,  the  plough,  difturb  our  anceltors ; 

From  human  mould  we  reap  our  daily  bread. 

The  globe  around  earth’s  hollow  furface  Ihakes, 

And  is  the  cieling  of  her  fleeping  fons. 

O’er  devaflation  we  blind  revels  keep  ; 

Whole  bury’d  towns  fupport  the  dancer’s  heel.  ' 

The  TKoift  of  human  frame  the  fun  exhales ; 

Winds  fcatter  thro'  the  mighty  void  the  dry ; 
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Sarth  repofle/Tes  part  of  what  fhe  gave. 

And  the  freed  fpirit  mounts  on  wings  of  fire  ; 

Each  element  partakes  our  fcatter’d  fpoils  ; 

As  nature,  wide,  our  ruins'  fpread  ;  man’s  death 
Inhabits  all  things,  but  the  thought  of  man. 

Nor  man  alone  ;  his  breathing  bull  expires. 

His  tomb  is  mortal  ;  empires  die  :  Where,  now, 

The  Renan  P  Greek  ?  T  hey  ilalk,  ail  empty  name  f 
Yet  few  regard  them  in  this  ufeful  light ; 

Tho’  half  our  learning  is  their  epitaph. 

Wften  down  thy  vale,  unlock’d  by  midnight  thought. 
That  loves  to  wander  in  thy  funlefs  realms, 

O  death  !  I  ftretch  my  view  ;  what  vifions  rife  ’ 

What  triumphs !  toils  imperial !  arts  divine  ! 

In  wither’d  laurels  glide  before  my  fight ! 

What  lengths  of  far- fam’d  ages,  billow'd  high 
With  human  agitation,  roll  along 
In  unfubftantial  images  of  air  ! 

The  melancholy  ghoils  of  dead  renown, 

Whifp’ring  faint  echoes  of  the  world’s  applaufe. 

With  penitential  afpect,  as  they  pafs, 

All  point  at  earth,  and  hifs  at  human  pride. 

The  wifdom  of  the  <&?//£,  and  prancings  of  the  great* 
But,  O  Lorenzo  !  far  the  red  above. 

Of  ghallly  nature,  and  enormous  free, 

One  form  affaults  my  fight,  and  chills  my  blood, 

fAnd  lhakes  my  frame.  Of' one  departed  world 
I  fee  the  mighty  lhadow  :  oozy  wreath 
And  difmal  fea-weed  crown  her  ;  o’er  her  urn- 
Reclin’d,  Ihe  weeps  her  defolated  realms, 
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.And  bloated  Tons ;  and,  weeping,  prophefies 
Another's  difi'olution,  foon,  in  flames. 

But,  like  Cassandra,  prophefies  in  vain  ; 

In  vain,  to  many,  not,  I  trull,  to  thee. 

For,  know’ll  thou  not,  or  art  thou  loth  to  know. 
The  great  decree,  the  counfel  of  the  ikies  ? 

Deluge  and  conflagration ,  dreadful  powers! 

Prime  miniders  of  vengeance  !  chain’d  in  caves 
Diftinft,  apart  the  giant  furies  roar  ; 

Apart ;  or,  fuch  their  horrid  rage  for  ruin. 

In  mutual  conflict  would  they  rile,  and  wage 
Eternal  war,  till  one  was  quite  devour’d. 

But  not  for  this,  ordain’d  their  boundiefs  rage  t 
When  heav’n’s  inferior  inftruments  of  wrath. 

War ,  famine ,  peflilence ,  are  found  too  weak 
To  icourge  a  world  for  her  enormous  crimes, 

TJjefe  are  let  loofe,  alternate :  Down  they  rufh, 
Swift  and  tempeftuous,  from  tli’  eternal  throne, 
With  irrefiflible  commiflion  arm’d. 

The  world,  in  vain  corrected,  to  deftroy, 

And  eafe  creation  of  the  Blocking  fcene. 

Seed  thou,  Lorenzo  !  what  depends  on  man  ? 
Th  t  flate  of  nature  ;  as  for  man,  her  birth. 

Earth's  a&ors  change  earth’s  tranfltory  fcenes. 

And  make  creation  groan  with  human  guilt. 

How  mud  it  groan,  in  a  new  deluge  whelm’d, 
But  not  of  waters  l  At  the  dedin’d  hour, 

By  the  loud  trumpet  fummon’d  to  the  charge. 

See,  all  the  formidable  fons  of  fire. 

Eruptions,  earthquakes,  comets,  lightnings,  play 
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Their  various  engines ;  all  at  once  difgorge 
Their  blazing  magazines;  and  take,  by  llorm. 

This  poor  terreflrial  citadel  of  man. 

Amazing  period  !  when  each  mountain- height 
Out-burns  Vefuvius ;  rocks  eternal  pour 
Their  melted  mafs,  as  rivers  once  they  pour’d  ; 

Stars  rulh  ;  and  final  ruin  fiercely  drives 
Her  ploughfhare  o’er  creation  ! — while  aloft. 

More  than  aftonifhment !  if  more  can  be  ! 

Far  other  firmament  than  e’er  was  feen. 

Than  e’er  was  thought  by  man  !  far  other  fan  f 
Stars  animate,  that  govern  thefe  of  fire  ; 

Far  other  fun  f — A  fun,  O  how  unlike 
The  Babe  at  Bethlem  !  how  unlike  the  Man 
That  groan’d  on  Calvary  ! — Yet  He  it  is  ; 

That  Man  of  forrows !  O  how  chang'd  !  what  pomp  ■ 
In  grandeur  terrible,  all  Heav’n  defcends  ! 

And  Gods,  ambitious,  triumph  in  his  train. 

A  fwift  archangel,  with  his  golden  wing. 

As  blots  and  clouds,  that  darken  and  difgrace 
The  fcene  divine,  fweeps  Ears  and  funs  afide. 

And  now,  all  drofs  remov’d,  heav'n's  own  pure  day, 
Full  on  the  confines  of  our  tether,  flames. 

While  (dreadful  contrail !)  far,  how  far  beneath! 

Hell,  burlling,  belches  forth  her  blazing  feas. 

And  Ilorms  fulphureous;  her  voracious  jaws 
Expanding  wide,  and  roaring  for  her  prey. 

Lorenzo!  welcome  to  this  fcene  ;  the  lad 
In  nature's  courfe ;  the  firlt  in  wifdom’s  thought. 

This  ftrikes,  if  aught  can  flrike  thee  ;  this  awakes 
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The  mod  fupine  ;  this  fnatches  man  from  death. 

Roufe,  roufe,  Lorenzo,  then,  and  follow  me, 

Where  truth,  the  moil  momentous  man  can  hear. 

Loud  calls  my  foul,  and  ardor  wings  her  flight. 

I  find  my  infpiration  in  my  theme ; 

The  grandeur  of  my  fubjeft  is  my  mufe. 

At  midnight ,  when  mankind  is  wrapt  in  peace 
And  worldly  fancy  feeds  on  golden  dreams  ; 

To  give  more  dread  to  man’s  moll  dreadful  hour. 

At  midnight,  ’tis  prefum’d,  this  pomp  will  burft 
From  tenfold  darknefs ;  fudden,  as  the  fpark 
From  fmitten  fteel ;  from  nitrous- grain,  the  blaze. 

Man,  farting  from  his  couch,  fhall  fleep  no  more  ‘ 
The  day  is  broke,  which  never  more  fhall  do  fed 
Above,  around,  beneath,  amazement  all ! 

Terror  and  glory  join’d  in  their  extremes ! 

Our  GOD  in  grandeur,  and  our  world  on  fire  \ 

All  nature  draggling  in  the  pangs  of  death ! 

Doft  thou  not  hear  her  ?  Doft  thou  not  deplore 
Her  flrong  convulfions,  and  her  final  groan  ? 

Where  are  we  ?icw  ?  ah  me  !  the  ground  is  gone. 

On  which  we  food,  Lorenzo  !  while  thou  may’ll, 
Provide  more  firm  fupport,  or  fink  for  ever! 

Where?  how?  from  whence.?  vain  hope!  it  is  too  late! 
Where,  where,  for  fhelter  fhall  the  guilty  fly. 

When  confternation  turns  the  good  man  pale  ? 

Great  day  !  for  which  all  other  days  were  made; 
For  which  earth  rofe  from  chaos ,  man.  from  earth ; 

And  an  eternity,  the  date  of  Gods, 

Defceaded  on  poor  earth-created  man  ! 
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Great  day  of  dread,  decifion,  and  defpair! 

At  thought  of  thee  each  fublunary  wilh 
Lets  go  its  eager  grafp,  and  drops  the  world  }* 

And  catches  at  each  reed  of  hope  in  heaven. 

At  thought  of  thee  ! — and  art  thou  ahfent  then  ? 
Lorenzo  !  no  j  ’tis  here  ;  it  is  begun  ; — 

Already  is  begun  the  grand  afiize, 

In  thee,  in  all :  Deputed  confcience  fcales 
The  dread  tribunal,  and  foreilalls  our  doom  ; 

Foreflalls;  and,  by  foreftalling,  proves  it  fure. 

Why  on  himfelf  fhould  man  void  judgment  pafs  ? 

Is  idle  nature  laughing  at  her  fens  ? 

Who  confcience  fent,  her  fentence  will  fupport. 

And  GOD  above  aflert  that  G  o  d  in  man. 

Thrice  happy  they  !  that  enter  ?iovj  the  court 
ITeav’n  opens  in  their  bofoms :  But,  how  rare. 

Ah  me  !  that  magnanimity,  how  rare  ! 

What  hero,  like  the  man  who  Hands  himfelf  ■> 

Who  dares  to  meet  his  naked  heart  alone  ; 

Who  hears,  intrepid,  the  full  charge  it  brings, 

Refolv’d  to  filence  future  murmurs  there? 

The  coward  flies ;  and,  flying,  is  undone. 

(Art  thou  a  coward  r  no  :)  The  coward  flies ; 

Thinks,  but  thinks  flightly ;  afks,  but  fears  to  know; 
Afks,  “  What  is  truth  P"  with  Pi  late  ;  and  retires  j 
DifTolves  the  court,  and  mingles  with  the  throng  ; 
Afylum  fad  !  from  reafon,  hope,  and  heav'n  ! 

Shall  all,  but  man,  look,  out  with  ardent  eye. 

For  that  great  day,  which  was  ordain'd  for  man  ?• 

O  day  of  confummation  !  mark  fupreme 
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(If  men  are  wife)  of  human  thought !  nor  lead, 

Or  in  the  fight  of  angels,  or  their  KING! 

Angels ,  whole  radiant  circles,  height  o’er  height. 

Order  o'er  order  riling,  b’aze  o’er  blaze, 

As  in  a  theatre,  furround  this  fcene, 

Intent  on  man,  and  anxious  for  his  fate. 

An  pels  look  out  for  thee  :  for  thee,  their  LORD, 

To  vindicate  his  glory  ;  and  for  thee. 

Creation  univerfal  calls  aloud. 

To  dif-invclve  the  moral  world,  and  give 
To  nature's  renovation  brighter  charms. 

Shall  man  alone,  whole  fate,  vvhofe  final  fate, 

Hangs  on  that  hour,  exclude  it  from  his  thought? 

I  think  of  nothing  elfe  ;  I  fee  !  I  feel  it ! 

All  nature ,  like  an  earthquake,  trembling  round  ! 

All  Deities ,  like  fummer’s  fwarms,  on  wing  ! 

All  balking  in  the  full  meridian  blaze  ! 

I  fee  the  Judge  inthron’d  !  the  faming  guard  l 

**  .  .  <  «*  ■ 

The  volume  open’d  !  open’d  ev’ry  heart ! 

A  fun-beam  pointing  out  each  fecret  thought  l 
No  patron  !  intercefibr  none  !  now  pall 
The  fvveet,  the  clement,  mediatorial  hour  ! 

For  guilt  no  plea!  to  pain,  no  paufe  !  no  bound  : 
Inexorable,  all !  and  all,  extreme  ! 

Nor  man  alone  ;  the  foe  of  God  and  man, 

From  his  dark  den,  blafpheming,  drags  his  chain,. 

And  rears  his  brazen  front,  with  thunder  fcarr’d ; 
Receives  his  fentence,  and  begins  his  hell. 

AH  vengeance  $ajl9  now,  feems  abundant  grace : 

Like 
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Like  meteors  in  a  fiormy  iky,  how  roll 
H  is  baleful  eyes  !  he  curfes  whom  he  dreads  ; 

And  deems  it  the  firft  moment  of  his  fall. 

’Tig  prefent  to  my  thought ! — and  yet  where  is  it  ? 
Angels  can’t  tell  me ;  angels  cannot  guefs 
The  period ;  from  created  beings  lock’d 
In  darknefs.  But  the  procefs,  and  the  place y 
Are  lefs  obfeure  ;  for  thefe  may  man  inquire. 

Say,  thou  great  clofe  of  human  hopes  and  fears ! 

Great  key  of  hearts  !  great  finifher  of  fates ! 

Great  end  !  and  great  beginning  !  fay,  Where  art  tliou? 
Art  thou  in  time,  or  in  eternity  ? 

Nor  in  eternity ,  nor  time,  I  find  thee. 

Thefe,  as  two  monarchs,  on  their  borders  meet, 
(Monarchs  of  all  elaps’d,  or  unarriv’d  !) 

As  in  debate,  how  beft  their  pow’rs  ally ’d. 

May  fwell  the  grandeur,  or  difeharge  the  wrath, 

Of  H  I  M,  whom  both  their  monarchies  obey. 

Time,  this  faft  fabric  for  him  built  (and  doom’d 
With  him  to  fall)  nonv  burfiing  o'er  his  head  ; 

His  lamp,  the  fun,  extinguifh’d  j  from  beneath 
The  frown  of  hideous  darknefs,  calls  his  fons 
From  their  long  Humber  ;  from  earth’s  heaving  womb, 
To  fecond  birth  !  contemporary  throng  ! 

Rous’d  at  One  call,  upftarting  from  One  bed, 

Prefl  in  One  croud,  appall'd  with  One  amaze. 

Fie  turns  them  o’er,  Eternity  !  to  thee. 

Then  (as  a  king  depos'd  difdains  to  live) 

Fie  falls  on  his  own  feythe;  nor  falls  alone ; 

His  greateH  foe  falls  with  him  ;  Time,  and  he 

Who  murder’d  all  time's  offspring,  Death ,  expire. 

TIME 
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TIME  was!  ETERNITY  now  reigns  alone  ! 
Aweful  Eternity  !  offended  queen  ! 

And  her  refentment  to  mankind,  how  juft ! 

With  kind  intent,  foliciting  accefs, 

How  often  has  fhe  knock’d  at  human  hearts  ! 

Rich  to  repay  their  hofpitality. 

How  often  call’d!  and  with  the  voice  of  God! 

Yet  bore  repulfe,  excluded  as  a  cheat ! 

A  dream!  while  fouled:  foes  found  welcome  there! 

A  dream,  a  cheat,  now,  all  things,  but  her  fmile. 

For,  lo  !  .her  twice  ten  thoufand  gates  thrown  wide. 
As  thrice  from  Indus  to  the  frozen  pole. 

With  banners,  dreaming  as  the  comet's  blaze, 

And  clarions,  louder  than  the  deep  in  dorms. 

Sonorous  as  immortal  breath  can  blow, 

Pour  forth  their  myriads,  potentates,  and  powers, 

Of  light,  of  darknefs;  in  a  middle  field, 

Wide,  as  creation  !  populous,  as  wide  ! 

A  neutral  region  !  there  to  mark  th’  event 
Of  that  great  drama,  whofe  preceding  fcenes 
Detain’d  them  clofe  fpe&ators,  thro’  a  length 
Of  ages,  rip’ning  to  this  grand  refult ; 

Ages,  as  yet  unnumber’d,  but  by  God; 

Who  now,  pronouncing  fentence,  vindicates 
The  rights  of  virtue,  and  his  own  renown. 

ETERNITY,  the  various  fentence  pad, 

Affigns  the  fever’d  throng  didintt  abodes. 

Sulphureous,  or  ambrodal ;  What  enfues  ? 

The  deed  predominant !  the  deed  of  deeds ! 

Which  makes  a  hell  of  hell,  aheav’n  of  heav’n.” 
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The  Goddefs ,  with  determin’d  afpeft,  turns 
Her  adamantine  key’s  enormous  fize 
Thro’  deftiny’s  inextricable  wards. 

Deep  driving  ev’ry  bolt,  on  both  their  fates. 

Then,  from  the  cryftal  battlements  of  heaven, 

Down,  down,  (he  hurls  it  thro’  the  dark  profound. 
Ten  thoufand  thoufand  fathom;  there  to  ruft, 

And  ne’er. unlock  her  refolution  more. 

The  deep  refounds,  and  hell,  thro’  all  her  glooms, 
Returns,  in  groans,  the  melancholy  roar. 

O  how  unlike  the  chorus  of  the  Ikies  f 
O  how  unlike  thofe  fhouts  of  joy,  that  fhake 
The  whole  ethereal l  how  the  concave  rings  l 
Nor  ftrange  !  when  deities  their  voice  exalt ; 

And  louder  far,  than  when  creation  rofe. 

To  fee  creation  3  godlike  aim,  and  end. 

So  well  accomplifh’d  !  fo  divinely  clos’d  ! 

To  fee  the  mighty  dramatijl's  laft  aft 
(As  meet)  in  glory  rifingo’er  the  reft. 

No  fanfy’d  God,  a  G  O  D,  indeed ,  defcends. 

To  folve  all  knots  ;  to  ftrike  the  moral  home  ; 

To  throw  full  day  on  darkeft  fcenes  of  time ; 

To  clear,  commend,  exalt,  and  crown  the  whole. 
Hence,  in  one  peal  of  loud,  eternal  praife. 

The  charm’d  fpeftators  thunder  their  applaufe; 

And  the  vaft  void  beyond,  applaufe  refounds. 

What  then  am  I  ? — 

Amidft  applauding  worlds*. 
And  worlds  celeftial,  is  there  found  on  earth, 

A  peevilh,  diifonant,  rebellious  firing, 

Which 
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Which  j  ars  in  the  grand  chorus,  and  complains  ? 
Cenfure  on  thee,  Lorenzo  !  I  fufpend, 

And  turn  it  on  myfelf ;  how  greatly  due  ! 

All,  all  is  right ;  by  God  ordain’d  or  done; 

And  who,  but  God,  refum’d  the  friends  He  gave  l 
And  have  I  been  complaining,  then,  fo  long  ? 
Complaining  of  his  favours  ;  pain ,  and  death  P 
Who,  without  pains  advice,  would  e’er  be  good  ? 
Who,  without  death,  but  would  be  good  in  vain  ? 
Pain  is  to  fave  from  pain  ;  all  punhhment. 

To  make  for  peace  :  and  death  to  fave  from  death  y 
And  fecond  death,  to  guard  immortal  life  ; 

To  roufe  the  carelefs,  the  prefumptuous  awe. 

And  turn  the  tide  of  fouls  another  way  ; 

By  the  fame  tendernefs  divine  ordain’d. 

That  planted  Eden ,  and  high- bloom'd  for  man, 

A  fairer  Eden ,  endlefs,  in  the  fkies. 

Heav’n  gives  us  friends  to  blefs  th o.  prefint  fcene  ;; 
Refumes  them,  to  prepare  us  for  the  next. 

All  evils  natural  are  7noral  goods ; 

All  Difcipline,  indulgence ,  on  the  whole. 

Hone  are  unhappy  :  all  have  caufe  to  fmile. 

Bat  fuch  as  to  themfelves  that  caufe  deny. 

Our  faults  are  at  the  bottom  of  our  pains ; 

Error,  in  aft ,  or  judgment,  is  the  fource 
Of  endlefs  fighs  :  We  fin,  or  we  mjlakey 
And  nature  tax,  when  falfe  opinion  kings. 

Let  impious  grief  be  baniih’d,  joy  indulg’d  ; 

But  chiefly  then ,  when  grief  puts  in  her  claim, 
joy  from  the  joyous ,  frequently  betrays. 
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Oft  lives  in  vanity,  and  dies  in  woe. 

Toy,  amidd  ills,  corroborates,  exalts ;  . 

’Tis  joy,  and  conqued  ;  joy,  and  virtue  too. 

A  noble  fortitude  in  ills  delights 

Heav’n,  earth,  ourfelves ;  ’tis  duty,  glory,  peace. 

Jjjlifiion  is  the  good  man’s  Ihining  fccne  ; 

Profperity  conceals  his  brighted  ray ; 

As  night  to  dars,  woe  luftre  gives  to  man. 

Heroes  in  battle,  pilots  in  the  dorm. 

And  virtue  in  calamities,  admire. 

The  crown  of  manhood  is  a  winter-joy ; 

An  evergreen,  that  (lands  the  Northern  blad, 

And  blofioms  in  the  rigour  of  our  fate. 

’Tis  a  prime  part  of  happinefs,  to  know 
How  much  unhappinefs  rnijl  prove  our  lot  y 
A  part  which  few  poflefs  !  I’ll  pay  life's  tax. 

Without  one  rebel  murmur,  from  this  hour. 

Nor  think  it  mifery  to  be  a  man ; 

Who  thinks  it  is,  (hall  never  be  a  God. 

Seme  ills  we  wifh  for,  when  we  with  to  live. 

What  fpoke proud pajjion  ?—“  *  Willi  my  being  lod!’> 
Prefumptuous  !  blafphemous  !  abfurd  !  and  falle  ! 

The  triumph  of  my  foul  is, — That  I  am  ; 

And  therefore  that  I  may  be — what  ?  Lorenzo  ! 

Look  inward,  and  look  deep  ;  and  deeper  dill 
Unfathomably  deep  our  treafure  runs 
In  golden  veins,  thro’  all  eternity  ! 

Ages,  and  ages,  and  fucceeding  dill 
New  ages,  where  this  phantom  of  an  hour, 

*  Refeiring  to  the  fa  it  night. 
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Which  courts,  each  night,  dull  Humber,  for  repair. 
Shall  wake,  and  wonder,  and  exult,  and  praife. 

And  fly  thro’  infinite,  and  all  unlock  ; 

And  (if  deferv’d)  by  heavVs  redundant  love. 

Made  half-adorable  itfelf,  adore  ; 

And  find,  in  adoration,  endlefsjoy! 

Where  thou,  not  mailer  of  a  moment  here , 

Frail  as  the  flovv’r,  and  fleeting  as  the  gale. 

May’ll  boaft  a  whole  eternity ,  enrich’d 
With  all  a  kind  Omnipotence  can  pour. 

Since  Adam  fell,  no  mortal,  un-infpir’d. 

Has  ever  yet  conceiv’d,  or  ever  fhall> 

How  kind  is  GOD,  how  great  (if  good)  is  Man; 
No  man  too  largely  from  heav'n’s  love  can  hope. 

If  what  is  hop'd  he  labours  to  fecure. 

Ills  ? — there  are  none  :  All  gracious  !  none  from  tl 
From  man  full  many  !  nu-m'rous  is  the  race 
Of  blackefl:  ills,  and  thofe  immortal  too,. 

Begot  by  madnefs  on  fair  liberty  ; 

Heav'n’s  daughter,  hell-debauch'd  !  her  hand  alone 
Unlocks  deftruCtion  to  the  fons  of  men, 

Fall  barr'd  by  thine  :  high- wall’d  with  adamant. 
Guarded  with  terrors  reaching  to  this  world. 

And  cover’d  with  the  thunders  of  thy  law  ; 

Whofe  threats  are  mercies ,.  whole  injunctions,  guides 
Aflifling,  not  reftraining,  reafon  s  choice; 

Whofe  fan&ions,  unavoidable  reful is 
From  nature's  courfe,  indulgently  reveal'd  ; 

If  unreveal’d,  more  dang’rous,  nor  lefs  fure. 

Thus,  an.  indulgent  father  warns  his  fons. 
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**  Do  this;  fly  that” — nor  always  tells  the  caufe  ; 
Pleas'd  to  reward,  as  duty  to  his  will, 

A  condudl  needful  to  their  own  repofe. 

Great  God  of  wonders!  (if,  thy  /ow  furvey’d^ 
Aught  elfe  the  name  of  wonderful  retains) 

What  rocks  are  tbefe ,  on  which  to  build  our  trufh  ? 
Thy  ways  admit  no  blemifli  ;  none  I  find  ; 

Or  this  alone — “  'That  none  is  to  be  found." 

Not  one,  to  foften  cenfure' s  hardy  crime  ; 

Notone,  to  palliate  peevilh  griefs  Complaint*. 
Who  like  a  daemon,  murm'ring  from  the  dull, 

Dares  into  judgment  call  her  Judge. — Supreme  ! 
For  all  I  blefs  thee;  molt,  for  the  fever e  ; 

*  Her  death—  .fly;  own  at  hand — the  fiery  gulph, 
That  flaming  bound  of  wrath  omnipotent ! 

It  thunders  ; — but  it  thunders  to  preferve  ; 

It  flrengthens  what  it  ftrikes ;,  its  wholfome  dread 
Averts  the  dreaded  pain  ;  its  hideous  groans 
join  heav’n's  fweet  hallelujahs  in  thy  praife,. 

Great  Source  of  good  alone  !  how  kind  in  all  ! 

In  vengeance  kind!  pain,  death ,  Gehenna ,  SAVE. 

Thus,  in  thy  world  material,  Mighty  Mind  l 
Not  that  alone  which  f places ,  and  pines. 

The  rough  and  gloomy ,  challenges  our  praife. 

The  winter  is  as  needful  as  the  fpring ; 

The  thunder ,  as  the  fun  ;  a  ftagnate  mafs. 

Of  vapours  breeds  a  peflilential  air  : 

Nor  more  propitious  the  Favonian  breeze 
To  nature’s  health,  than  purifying  ftorms 
The  dread  Volcano  minillers  to  good. 
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Its  fmother’d  flames  might  undermine  the  world; 

Loud  JEtnas  fulminate  in  love  to  man; 

Comets  good  omens  are,  when  duly  fcann’d  ; 

And,  in  their  ufe,  eclipjes  learn  to  fhine. 

Man  is  refponfible  for  ills  receiv’d  ; 

Thofe  vve  call  wretched  are  a  c  ho  fen  band, 

CompelLd  to  refuge  in  the  right ,  for  peace. 

Amid  my  lift  of  blefftngs  infinite. 

Stand  this  the  foremoft,  “  That  my  heart  has  hledT 
*Tis  heav’n’s  laft  effort  of  good-will  to  man  ; 

When  pain  can't  blefs,  heav’n  quits  us  in  defpair. 

Who  fails  to  grieve,  when  juft  occafion  calls, 

Cr  grieves  too  much,  deferves-not  to  be  bleft  ; 
Inhuman,  or  effeminate,  his  heart  y 
Reafon  abfolves  the  grief,  which  reafon  ends. 

May  heav’n  ne’er  truftrny  friend  with  happinefs, 

Till  it  has  taught  him  how  to  bear  it  well, 

By  previous  pain  ;  and  made  it  fafe  to  /mile ! 

Such  fmiles  are  mine,  and  fuch  may  they  remain 
Nor  hazard  their  extinction,  from  excefs. 

My  change  of  heart  a  change  of  Jfyle  demands ; 

The  Conso  l ati on  cancels  the  Complaint, 

And  makes  a  convert  of  my  guilty  fong. 

As  when  o’er-labour’d,  and  inclin’d  to  breathe, 

A  panting  traveller,  fome  rifing  ground, 

Some  fmall  afcent,  has  gain’d,  he  turns  him  round,. 
And  meafures  with  his  eye  the  various  vale, 

1  he  fields,  woods,  meads,  and  rivers,  he  has  pafl » 
And,  fatiate  of  his  journey,  thinks  of  home, 

Endear'd  by  diftance,  nor  affefts  more  toil ; 
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Immortal  filence  ! — where  lhall  I  begin  I 
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Thus  I,  tho’  fmall,  indeed,  is  that  afcent 
The  mufe  has  gain’d,  review  the  paths  fhe  trod  ; 
Various,  extenfive,  beaten  but  by  few; 

And,  confcious  of  her  prudence  in  repofe, 

Paufe  ;  and  with  pleafure  meditate  an  end, 

Tho’  Hill  remote  ;  fo  fruitful  is  my  theme. 

Thro’  many  a  field  of  moral ,  and  divine. 

The  mufe  lias  Hi  a^  d  ;  and  much  of  forrovo  jfeen 
In  human  ways  ;  and  much  of  falfe  and  vain ; 

Which  none,  who  travel  this  bad  road,  can  mifs. 

O’er  friends  deceas'd  full  heartily  fhe  wept ; 

Of  love  divine  the  wonders  fhe  difplay’d  ; 

Prov’d  man  immortal  ;  fhew’d  the  j ounce  of  joy; 

The  grand  tribunal  rais’d  ;  affign’d  the  bounds 
Of  human  grief:  In  fevj,  to  clofe  the  whole. 

The  moral  mufe  has  fhadow’d  out  a  fketch, 

Though  not  in  form,  nor  with  a  RAPiiAEL-ftroke 
Of  7)i of  our  weaknefs  needs  believe,  or  do. 

In  this  our  land  of  travel,  and  of  hope, 

Por  peace  on  earth,,  or  profpedl  of  the  fries. 

What  then  remains  ?  much  !  much  !  a  mighty  debt 
To  be  difcharg’d  :  Thefe  thoughts,  O  Night!  are 
thine ; 

From  thee  they  came,  like  lovers  fecret  fighs, 

While  others  flept.  So,  Cynthia  (poets  feign) 

In  fhadows  veil’d,  foft-fliding  from  her  fphere. 

Her  fhepher’d  chear’d  ;  of  her  enamour’d  lefs. 

Than  I  of  thee. — And  art  thou  Hill  unfun^Y 

to* 

Beneath  whofe  brow,  and  by  whofe  aid,  I  fmg  ? 
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Where  end  ?  or  how  Heal  mufic  from  the  fpheres, 

To  footh  their  Goddefs  ? 

O  majeftic  Night  ! 

Nature  s  great  anceftor  !  day  s  elder-born  ! 

And  fated  to  furvive  the  tranfient  fun  ! 

By  mortals,  and  immortals,  feen  with  awe  ! 

A  Harry  crown  thy  raven  brow  adorns. 

An  azure  zone  thy  waift  ;  clouds,  in  heav’n’s  loom 
Wrought  thro’  varieties  of  fhape  and  fnade, 

In  ample  folds  of  drapery  divine. 

Thy  flowing  mantle  form;  and,  heav'n  throughout, 
Voluminoufiy  pour  thy  pompous  train. 

Thy  gloomy  grandeurs  ( nature’s  moll  auguft, 

Jnfpiring  afpeft  !)  claim  a  grateful  verfe  ; 

And,  like  a  fable  curtain  ftarr’d  with  gold. 

Drawn  o’er  my  labours  part,  fhall  clofe  the  fcene. 

And  what,  O  man  !  fo  'worthy  to  be  fung  ? 

What  more  prepares  us  for  the  longs  of  heaven  ? 
Creation  of  archangels  is  the  theme  ! 

Wiiat,  to  be  fung,  fo  needful?  what  fo  well 
Celeftial  joys  prepare  us  to  fuftain  ? 

The  foul  of  man,  HIS  face  defign’d  to  fee. 

Who  gave  thefe  wonders  to  be  feen  by  man. 

Has  here  a  previous  fcene  of  objedts  great , 

On  which  to  dwell ;  to  ftretch  to  that  expanfe 
Of  thought,  to  rife  to  that  exalted  height 
Of  admiration,  to  contract  that  awe, 

And  give  her  whole  capacities  that  ftrength, 

Which  befl:  may  qualify  for  fnal  joy. 

The  more  our  fpirits  are  inlarg’d  on  earth , 

The  deeper  draught  fhall  they  receive  of  heaven. 

Heav’n’s 
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Heav’n’s  KING!  whole  face  unveil’d  confuramates 
blifs ; 

Redundant  blifs  f  which  fills  that  mighty  void. 

The  whole  creation  leaves  in  human  hearts  ? 

THOU,  who  didlt  touch  the  lip  of  Jesse’s  fon. 

Rapt  in  fweet  contemplation  of  thefe  fires. 

And  fet  his  harp  in  concert  with  the  fpheres  1 
While  of  thy  works  materia l  the  Supreme 
I  dare  attempt,  aflill  my  daring  fong. 

Loofe  me  from  earth's  inclofure,  from  the  funs 
Contracted  circle  fet  my  heart  at  large  ; 

Eliminate  my  fpint,  give  it  range 
7  hro  provinces  of  thought  yet  unexplor’d  ; 

Teach  me,  by  this  ftupendous  fcaffolding. 

Creation’s  golden  Heps,  to  climb  to  THE  Ea 
Teach  me  with  art  great  nature  to  controul. 

And  fpread  a  luftre  o’er  the  fhades  of  night. 

Feel  I  thy  kind  afTent  ?  and  fhall  the  fun 
Be  leen  at  midnight ,  rifing  in  my  fong  ? 

Lorens  !  come,  and  warm  thee :  thou,  whofe  hear: 
W  hole  little  heart,  is  moor’d  within  a  nook 
Of  this  obfcure  terreltrial,  anchor  weigh. 

Another  ocean  calls,  a  nobler  port: 

I  am  thy  pilot,  I  thy  profp’rous  gale. 

Gainful  thy  voyage  thro’  yon  azure  main  ; 

Main,  without  temped,  pirate,  rock,  or  Ihore ; 

And  whence  thou  may’ll  import  eternal  wealth  • 

And  leave  to  beggar'd  minds  the  pearl  and  gold. 

Ihy  travels  doll  thou  boaft  o’er  foreign  realms 5 
fhou  Jlranger  to  the  veerlJ !  thy  tour  begin , 

I  hy  tour  thro’  nature  %  univerfal  orb. 

Nature 
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Mature  delineates  her  whole  chart  at  large, 

On  foaring  fouls,  that  fail  among  the  fpheres ; 

And  man  how  purblind,  if  unknown  the  whole  ! 
Who  circles  fpacious  earth ,  then  travels  here. 

Shall  own,  he  never  was  from  home  before ! 

Come,  my  *  Prometheus,  from  thy  pointed  rock 
Of  falfe  ambition  if  unchain’d,  we’ll  mount ; 

We’ll,  innocently ,  Heal  celeltial  fire, 

And  kindle  our  devotion  at  the'jfcwv? 

A  theft,  that  (hall  not  chain, .. but  fet  thee  free. 

Above  our  atmofphereh,  inteftine  wars, 

Rain’s  fountain-head,  the  magazine  of  hail ; 

Above  the  northern  neits  of  feather  d  fnows, 

The  brew  of  thunders,  and  the  Earning  forge 
That  forms  the  crooked  lightning  ;  ’bove  the  caves 
Where  infant  tern  pells  wait  their  growing  wings. 
And  tune  their  tender  voices  to  that  roar, 

Which  foon,  perhaps,  {hall  fhake  a  guilty  world  ; 
Above  mifconftru’d  omens  of  the  fky, 

Far-travell’d  comet’s  calculated  blaze  ; 

Elance  thy  thought,  and  think- of  more  than  man. 
Thy  foul,  till  now,  contracted,  wither  d,  fhrimk. 
Blighted  by  blafls  of  earth' s  unvvholfome  air. 

Will  bloffom  here  j  fpread  all  her  faculties 
To  thefe  bright  ardors ;  ev’ry  pow’r  unfold. 

And  rife  into  fublimities  of  thought. 

Stars  teach,  as  well  as  Jhine.  At  nature's  birth, 
Thus,  their  commiffion  ran — Be  kind  to  man." 


*  Night  the  eighth. 
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Where  art  thou,  poor  benighted  traveller  ! 

The  Stars  will  light  thee  ;  tho’  the  Moon  (hould  fail. 
Where  art  thou,  more  benighted  !  more  aftray  l 
In  ways  immoral  ?  The  Stars  call  thee  back  ; 

And,  if  obey'd  their  counfel,  fet  thee  right. 

This  profpedl  vaft,  what  is  it  Weigh’d  aright, 
'Tis  nature's  fyftem  of  divinity. 

And  ev’ry  (ludent  of  the  Night  infpires. 

’Tis  elder  Scripture,  writ  by  GOD’s  own  hand ; 
Scripture  authentic!  uncorrupt  by  man. 

Lorenzo!  with  my  Radius  (the  rich  gift 
Of  thought  nocturnal !)  I’ll  point  out  to  thee 
Its  various  leflons;  fome  that  may  furprife 
An  un-adept  in  myfteries  of  Night  ; 

Little,  perhaps,  expelled  in  her  fchool, 

Nor  thought  to  grow  on  planet,  or  on  liar. 

Bulls,  lions,  fcorpions,  monfters  here  we  feign ; 
Ourfelves  more  monftrous,  not  to  fee  what  here 
Exifts  indeed ; — a  le&ure  to  mankind. 

What  read  we  here  ?— -Th'  exiftence  of  a  G  O  D  ? 
Yes ;  and  of  other  beings,  man  above  ; 

Natives  of  AEtker  !  Sons  of  higher  climes ! 

And,  what  may  move  Lorenzo’s  wonder  more. 
Eternity  is  written  in  the  (kies. 


And  whole  eternity  ? — Lorenzo  !  Thine  ; 

Mankind's  eternity.  Nor  Faith  alone. 

Virtue  grows  here  ;  here  fprings  the  fov’reign  cure 
Of  almoft  ev’ry  vice  ;  but  chiefly  Thine; 

Wrath ,  Pride ,  Ambition ,  and  impure  Dejire. 
Lorenzo  !  Thou  canft  wake  at  midnight  too. 


Vol,  IV. 
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Tho’  not  on  Morals  bent :  Ambition ,  Pleafure  l 
Thofe  tyrants  I  for  Thee  fo  *  lately  fought. 

Afford  their  harafs’d  Haves  but  flender  reft. 

Thou,  to  whom  midnight  is  immoral  noon. 

And  the  fun’s  noon-tide  blaze,  prime  dawn  of  day  ;• 
Not  bv  thy  climate,  but  capricious  crime. 

Commencing  one  of  our  Antipodes  f 
In  thy  nocturnal  rove,'  one  moment  halt, 

’Twixt  ftage  and  ftage,  of  riot,  and  cabal; 

And  lift  thine  eye,  (if  bold  an  eye  to  lift. 

If  bold  to  meet  the  face  of  injur’d  heav’n) 

To  yonder  ftars :  For  other  ends  they  fhine. 

Than  to  light  revellers  from  fhame  to  ftiame, 

And,  thus,  be  made  accomplices  in  guilt. 

Why  from  yon  arch,  that  infinite  of  fpace. 

With  infinite  of  lucid  orbs  replete, 

"Which  fet  the  living  firmament  on  fire. 

At  the  fir  ft  glance,  in  fuch  an  overwhelm 
Of  wonderful,  on  man’s  aftonifh’d  fight, 

Rufhes  Omnipotence  ?• — To  curb  our  Pride; 

Our  Reafon  roufe,  and  lead  it  to  that  Power, 

Whofe  love  lets  down  thefe  filver  chains  of  light; 

To  draw  up  man’s  Ambition  to  Himfetf, 

And  bind  our  chajle  Affections  to  His  throne. 

Thus  the  three  virtues,  leaft  alive  on  earth, 

And  welcom’d  on  heav’n’s  coaft  with  moft  applaufe, 

An  Humble ,  P  ure ,  and  Heads' n!y  -  minded  heart, 

Are here  infpir’d  : — And  canft  thou  gaze  too  long  ? 

Nor  ftands  thy  Wrath  depriv’d  of  its  reproof, 

*  Night  the  eighth, 


Or 
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Or  un-upbraided  by  this  radiant  choir. 

The  planets  of  each  fyftem  reprefent 
Kind  neighbours  j  mutual  amity  prevails ; 

Sweet  interchange  of  rays,  receiv’d,  return’d  ; 
Enlight’ning,  and  enlighten’d !  All,  at  once. 
Attracting,  and  attracted  !  Patriot  like, 

None  fins  againft  the  welfare  of  the  whole; 

But  their  reciprocal,  unfelfifh  aid, 

Affords  an  emblem  of  Millennial  love. 

Nothing  in  nature,  much  lefs  confcious  being. 

Was  e’er  created  folely  for  Itfelf : 

Thus  man  his  fond reign  duty  learns  in  this 
Material  picture  of  benevolence. 

And  know,  of  all  our  fupercilious  race. 

Thou  molt  inflammable  !  Thou  wafp  of  men  ! 
Man’s  angry  heart,  in/pefted, ,  would  be  found 
As  rightly  fet,  as  are  the  flarry  fpheres ; 

’Tis  Nature ’s  ftruClure,  broke  by  ftubborn  Will , 
Breeds  all  that  un-celeftial  difcord  there. 

I  » 

Wilt  thou  not  feel  the  bias  Nature  gave  ? 

Canfl  thou  defcend  from  converfe  with  the  fkies, 
And  feize  thy  brother’s  throat  ? — For  what — a  Clod, 
An  inch  of  Earth?  The  Planets  cry,  “  Forbear.” 
They  chafe  our  double  darknefs ;  Nature's  gloom. 
And  (kinder  kill  !)  our  intellectual  night. 

And  fee.  Day's  amiable  After  fends 
Her  invitation,  in  the  fofteft  rays 
Of  mitigated  luftre ;  courts  thy  fight. 

Which  fuffers  from  her  tyrant-brother’s  blaze. 

Night  grants  thee  the  full  freedom  of  the  fkies. 
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Nor  rudely  reprimands  thy  lifted  eye ; 

With  Gain ,  and  Joy,  ihe  bribes  thee  to  be  wife. 

Night  opes  the  nobleft  fcenes,  and  fheds  an  awe. 
Which  gives  thofe  venerable  fcenes  full  weight. 

And  deep  reception,  in  thv  intender'd  heart ; 

While  light  peeps  thro’  the  darknefs,  like  a  fpy  ; 

And  darknefs  fhews  its  grandeur  by  the  light. 

Nor  is  the  Profit  greater  than  the  Joy, 

If  human  hearts  at  glorious  objects  glow, 

And  admiration  can  infpire  delight. 

What  fpeak  I  more,  than  I,  This  moment,  feel  ? 
With  pleafmg  ftupor  firft  the  foul  is  ftruck 
(Stupor  ordain’d  to  make  her  truly  wife  f) : 

Then  into  tranfport  flatting  from  her  trance. 

With  love,  and  admiration,  how  fhe  glows  1 
This  gorgeous  apparatus !  This  difplay  ! 

This  oflentation  of  creative  power  ! 

This  theatre  f— what  eye  can  take  it ‘in  ? 

By  what  divine  inchantment  was  it  rais’d. 

For  minds  of  the  firft  magnitude  to  launch 
In  endlefs  fpeculation,  and  adore  ? 

One  fun  by  day,  by  night  Ten  thoufand  fhine  ; 

And  light  us  deep  into  the  DEITY  ; 

How  boundlefs  in  magnificence  and  might ! 

O  what  a  confluence  of  ethereal  fires, 

From  urns  un-number'd,  down  the  fteep  of  heaven. 
Streams  to  a  point,  and  centres  in  my  fight ! 

IN  or  tarries  there  ;  I  feel  it  at  my  Heart. 

Ny  heart,  at  once,  it  humbles,  and  exalts ; 

Lays  it  in  daft,  and  calls  it  to  the  fkies. 


Who 


Who  fees  it  unexalted  ?  or  unaw’d  ? 

Who  fees  it,  and  can  flop  at  what  is  Teen  ? 

Material  offspring  of  Omnipotence  ! 

Inanimate,  All-animating  birth  ! 

Work  worthy  Him  who  made  it !  Worthy  praife  f 
Ail  praife  !  praife  more  than  human  !  nor  deny’d 
Thy  praife  Divine! — But  tho’  man,  drown’d  in  fleep, 
With -holds  his  homage,  not  alone  X  wake; 

Bright  legions  fwarm  unfeen,  and  fing,  unheard 
By  mortal  ear,  the  glorious  Architect, 

In  This  His  univerfal  temple  hung 
With  luflres,  with  innumerable  lights, 

That  fhed  religion  on  the  foul ;  at  once. 

The  Temple ,  and  the  Preacher  !  O  how  loud 
It  calls  devotion  !  genuine  growth  of  Night  / 

Devotion  l  daughter  of  aflronomy  ! 

An  undevout  aflronomer  is  mad. 

True  ;  All  things  fpeak  a  GOD;  but  in  the  fma W, 
Men  trace  out  Him  ;  in  great,  He  feizes  man  ; 

Seizes,  and  elevates,  and  raps,  and  fills. 

With  new  inquiries,  ’mid  afTociates  new. 

Tell  me,  ye  Bars  f  ye  planets  1  tell  me,  all 
Ye  llarr’d,  and  planeted,  inhabitants  !  What  is  it  ? 
What  are  thefe  fons  of  wonder  ?  Say,  proud  arch, 
(Within  whofe  azure  palaces  they  dwell) 

Built  with  divine  ambition  !  in  difdain 
Of  limit  built !  built  in  the  tafle  of  heaven  ! 

Vaft  concave  !  ample  dome  1  waft  thou  deiign’d 

A  meet  apartment  for  the  D  EIT  Y  ? _ _ 

Not  fo  ;  That  thought  alone  thy  flate  impairs. 
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Thy  Lofty  finks,  and  fh allows  thy  Profound , 

And  {heightens  thy  Diffuse  ;  dwarfs  the  whole. 

And  makes  an  univerfe  an  Orrery. 

But  when  I  drop  mine  eye,  and  look  on  man, 

*  '  - 

Thy  right  regain’d,  thy  grandeur  is  reftor’d, 

O  Nature!  wide  flies  off  th’  expanding  round. 

As  when  whole  magazines,  at  once,  are  fir’d. 

The  fmitten  air  is  hollow’d  by  the  blow  ;. 

The  vaft  difploflon  difiipates  the  clouds  ; 

Shock'd  aether’s  billows  dafli  the  diflant  ikies ; 

Thus  (but  far  more)  th’  expanding  round  flies  off. 

And  leaves  a  mighty  void,  a  fpacious  womb, 

Might  teem  with  new  creation;  re-inflam’d 
Thy  luminaries  triumph,  and  affume 
Divinity  themfelves.  Nor  was  it  ftrange. 

Matter  high-wrought  to  fuch  furprifing  pomp, 

Such  godlike  glory,  hole  the  ftyle  of  gods, 

From  ages  dark,  obtufe,  and  fteep’d  in  Senfe ; 

For,  fure,  to  Senfe,  they  truly  are  divine, 

And  half  abfolv’d  idolatry  from  guilt  ; 

Nay,  turn’d  it  into  virtue.  Such  it  was 
In  thofe,  who  put  forth  all  they  had  of  Man 
Unloft,  to  lift  their  thought,  nor  mounted  higher; 

But,  weak  of  wing,  on  planets  perch’d ;  and  thought 
What  was  their  highefl,  mull  be  their  ador  d. 

But  They  how  weak,  who  could  no  higher  mount  ? 
And  are  there,  then,  Lorenzo  !  Thofe,  to  whom 
Unfeen,  and  Unexiftent,  are  the  Same  ? 

And  if  Incomprehensible  is  join’d, 

Who  dare  pronounce  it  madnefs,  to  believe  ? 

Why 
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Why  has  the  mighty  Builder  thrown  afidc 
Ali  meafure  in  His  work  ;  ftretch’d  out  His  line 
So  far,  and  fpread  amazement  o’er  the  whole  ? 
Then  (as  He  took  delight  in  wide  extremes). 

Deep  in  the  bofom  of  His  univerfe, 

Dropt  down  that  reasoning  mite,  that  infedl,  Max, 
To  crawl,  and  gaze,  and  wonder  at  the  fcene  ? — 
That  man  might  ne’er- prefume  to  plead  amazement 
For  difbelief  of  wonders  in  Himfelf. 

Shall  God  be  lefs  miraculous,  than  what 
His  hand  has  form’d  ?  Shall  Myjieries  defcend 
YtomUn-myfierious  ?  Things  more  Elevate, 

Be  more  familiar  ?  Uncreated  lie 
More  obvious  than  Created,  to  the  grafp 
Of  human  thought  ?  The  more  of  Wonderful 
Is  heard  in  Him ,  the  more  we  fhouid  afTent, 

Could  we  conceive  Him ,  GOD  He  could  not  be  j 
Or  He  not  G  OD,  or  nue  could  not  be  Men. 

A  G  O  D  alone  can  comprehend  a  G  O  D  ; 

Man  s  diftance  how  immenfe  !  On  fnch  a  theme. 
Know  This,  Lorenzo  !  (feem  it  ne’er  fo  ftrange) 
Nothing  can  fatisfy,  but  what  confounds ; 

Nothing,  but  what  aftonijhes ,  is  true. 

The  fcene  thou  feeft,  attefts  the  truth  I  ling, 

And  ev'ry  ftar  fheds  light  upon  thy  creed. 

Thefe  Ears,  this  furniture,  this  coft  of  heaven, 


If  but  reported,  thou  hadft  ne’er  believ’d  ; 

Eut  thine  Eye  tells  thee,  the  Romance  is  true. 

The  grand  of  nature  is  th’  Almighty’s  oath. 

In  Reafon's  court,  to  filence.  Unbelief. 

C  4  How 


32  The  Consolation.  Night  9, 

How  my  mind,  op’ning  at  this  fcene,  imbibes 
The  moral  emanations  of  the  Ikies, 

While  nought,  perhaps,  Lorenzo  lefs  admires! 

Has  the  Great  Sovereign  fent  ten  thoufand  worlds 
To  tell  us.  He  refides  above  them  All, 

In  glory’s  unapproachable  recefs  ?  ‘ 

And  dare  Earth's  bold  inhabitants  deny 
The  fumptuous,  the  magnific  embafly 
A  moment’s  audience  ?  Turn  we,  nor  will  hear 
From  whom  they  come,  or  what  they  would  impart 
For  man’s  emolument ;  foie  caufe  that  Hoops 
Their  grandeur  to  man’s  eye  ?  Lorenzo  !  roufe  ; 

Let  thought,  awaken’d,  take  the  lightning’s  wing, 

And  glance  from  eaft  to  weft,  from  pole  to  pole. 

Who  fees,  but  is  confounded,  or  convinc’d? 

Renounces  Reafon,  or  a  G  OD  adores  ? 

Mankind  was  fent  into  the  world  to  fee  : 

Sight  gives  the  fcience  needful  to  their  peace  ; 

That  obvious  fcience  alks  /mail  learning’s  aid. 

Wouldil  thou  on  metaphyfic  pinions  foar  ? 

Or  wound  thy  patience  amid  logic  thorns  ? 

Or  travel  hiftory’s  enormous  round  ? 

Nature  no  fuch  hard  talk  injf  ins :  She  gave 
A  make  to  man  directive  of  his  thought  ,• 

A  make  fet  upright, ,  pointing  to  the  liars. 

As  who  Ihould  fay,  “  Read  thy  chief  lelfon  there,” 

Too  late  to  read  this  manufcript  of  heaven,  '* 

When,  like  a  parchment-fcroll,  fhrunk  up  by  flames. 

It  folds  Lorenzo’s  lelfon  from  his  fight,  a.  *  . 

Lelfon  how  various !  Not  the  God  alone, 

I  fee 


I 

I  Tee  His  Minijlers ;  I  fee,  diffus’d 
In  radiant  orders,  effences  fublime, 

«  4 

Of  various  offices,  of  various  plume. 

In  heav’nly  liveries,  diilin&ly,  clad, 

Azure,  green,  purple,  pearl,  or  downy  gold. 

Or  all  commix’d  ;  they  (land,  with  wings  outfpfead, 
Liit’ning  to  catch  the  Mailer’s  leaf!  command, 

And  fly  thro’  Nature,  ere  the  moment  ends  ; 
Numbers  innumerable  !— -Well  conceiv  d 
By  Pagan ,  and  by  Chrijlian  !  O’er  each  fphere 
Prefides  an  angel,  to  direct  its  courfe. 

And  feed,  or  fan,  its  flames  ;  or  to  difcharge 
Other  high  trufts  unknown.  For  who  can  fee 
Such  pomp  of  matter,  and  imagine,  Min.i > 

For  which  alone  Inanimate  was  made, 

More  fparingly  difpens’d  ?  That  nobler  fon, 

Far  liker  the  great  SIRE  !— - Tis  thus  the  ikies 
Inform  us  of  fuperiors  numberlefs, 

As  much,  in  Excellence ,  above  mankind. 

As  above  Earth,  in  Magnitude,  the  Spheres. 

Vhefe,  as  a  cloud  of  witnefTes,  hang  o’er  us ; 

In  a  throng’d  theatre  are  all  our  deeds,; 

Perhaps,  a  thoufand  demigods  defcend 
On  ev’ry  beam  wc  fee,  to  walk  with  men.  ^ 

Aweful  reflection  !  Strong  reftr^int  from  ill ! 


Yet,  here ,  our  virtue  finds  ftill  ilronger  aid 
*  From  thefe  ethereal  glories  Sen/e  furveys.  ;  i : 

Something,  like  magic,  itrikes  from  this  blue  vault ; 
With  ioft  attention  is  it  view’d  ?  We  feel 

J 

A  fudden  fuccoar,  un-implor’d,  unthought ; 

C  5  4  Nature 

%  / 


34  The  Cojisol ation.  Night  o 

Nature  herfelf  does  half  the  work  of  Man. 

Seas,  rivers,  mountains',  forefts,  defarts,  rocks,. 

The  promontory's  height,  the  depth  profound 
Ot  fubterranean,  excavated  grots, 

Biacic-brow  d,  and  vaulted  high,  and  yawning  wide. 
From. Nature's  ftrudture,  or  the  fcoop  of  Time  ; 

If  ample  of  dimeniion,  vail  of  fize, 

Ev’n  Thefe  an  aggrandizing  impulfe  give ; 

Of  folemn  thought  enthufiaftic  heights 
Evn  Thefe  infufe.— But  what  of  vaft  in  Thefe  ? 
Nothing  ■ or  we  mull  own  the  ikies  forgot. 

Much  lefs  in  Art.— Vain  Art  !  Thou  pigmy  power  ?’ 
Now  doll  thou  fwell,  and  ilrut,  with  human  pride. 

To  ihew  thy  littlenefs !  What  childiih  toys. 

Thy  watry  columns  fquirted  to  the  clouds  1 
Thy  bafon’d  rivers,  and  imprifon’d  fcas  ! 

-  ny  mountains- moulded  into  forms  of  men  1 
Thy  hundred-gated  Capitals!  Or  Thofe 
"Vvheie  three  days  travel  left  us  much  to  ride  ; 

Gazing  on  miracles  by  mortals  wrought, 

Arches  triumphal,  theatres  immenfe. 

Or  nodding  Gardens  pendent  in  mid-air  ! 

Or  Temples  proud  to  meet  their  Gods  half-way  l 
Yet  Thefe  affett  us  in  no  common  kind. 

»v  has.  then  the  force  of  fuch  fuperior  feenes  ? 

Enter  a  temple,  it  will  ilrike  an  awe  : 

What  awe  from  This  the  D  E  i  t  Y  has  built  ? 

N  Good  Man  feen,  tho’  filent,  counfel  gives : 

I  he  touen  d  fpeclator  wiihes  to  be  wife  : 

In  a  blight  mirror  His  own  ha.nds  have  made, 
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Here  we  fee  fomething  like  the  face  of  GOD. 

Seems  it  not  then  enough,  to  fay,  Lorenzo  ! 

To  man  abandon’d,  <l  Haft  thdil  feen  the  Jkies s' 

And  yet,  fo  thwarted  nature's  kind  defign 
By  daring  man,  he  makes  her  facied  awe 
(That  guard  from  ill)  his  fhelter,  his  temptation 
To  more  than  common  guilt,  and  quite  fnverts 
Celeftial  art’s  intent.  The  trembling  ftars 
See  crimes  gigantic,  (talking  thro  the  gloom 
With  front  ered,  that  hide  their  head  by  day, 

And  making  night  (till  darker  by  their  deeds. 
Slumb’ring  in  covert,  till  the  (hades  defcend, 

Rapine  and  Murder,  link’d,  now  prowl  for  prey. 

The  mifer  earths  his  treafure  ;  and  the  thief, 
Watching  the  mole,  half-beggars  him  ere  morn. 

Now  Plots ,  and  foul  Conjpiracies ,  awake  ; 

And,  muffling  up  their  horrors  from  the  moon, 
Havock  and  devaftation  they  prepare, 

And  kingdoms  tott’ring  in  the  field  of  blood. 

Now  fons  of  riot  in  mid-revel  rage. 

What  (hall  I  do  ?— Supprefs  it  ?  or  proclaim  ?-  - 
Why  fteeps  the  thunder?  Now,  Lorenzo!  now. 
His  bed  friend’s  couch  the  rank  adulterer 
Afcends  fecure  ;  and  laughs  at  gods  and  men. 
Prepoft’rous  madmen,  void  of  fear  or  (liame, 

Lay  their  crimes  bare  to  thefe  chafte  eyes  of  heaven  5 
Yet  (brink,  and  (hudder,  at  a  mortal’s  fignt. 

Were  moon,  and  ftars,  for  villains  only  made  ? 

To  guide,  yet  fereen  them,  with  tenebrious  light  ? 

No  ;  they  were  made  to  falhion  the  fublime 
Of  human  hearts,  and  *wifer  make  the  Wife, 
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Tiiofe  ends  were  anfwer'd  once ;  when  mortals  liv’d 
Of  Wronger  wing,  of  aquiline  afcent 
In  theory  fublime.  O  how  unlike 
Tnofe  vermin  of  the  night,  this  moment  fung, 

Who  crawl  on  Earth ,  and  on  her  venom  feed  ! 

Thofe  antient  fages,  Human  ftars !  They  met 
Their  brothers  of  the  Skies ,  at  midnight  hour  ; 

Their  counfel  aik’d  ;  and,  what  they  aik’d,  obey'd. 

The  Stagirite ,  and  Plato,  He  who  drank 
The  poifon'd  bowl,  and  He  of  Tufculunt, 

With  Him  of  Corduba  (immortal  names !) 

In  fchefe  unbounded,  and  Elyfian,  walks. 

An  area  fit  for  Gods,  and  Godlike  men. 

They  took  their  nightly  round,  thro’  radiant  paths 
By  Seraphs  trod  ;  inftrufted,  chiefly,  thus, 

^  o  tread  in  Their  bright  footfteps  here  below ; 

To  walk  in  worth  Hill  brighter  than  the  /kies. 

Therey  they  contracted  their  contempt  of  Earth  ; 

Of  hopes  eternal  kindled,  There,  the  firej 
There,  as  in  near  approach,  they  glow’d,  and  grew 
(Great  vifitants !)  more  intimate  with  GOD, 

More  worth  to  Men,  more  joyous  to  Themfefaes. 

Thro’  various  Virtues ,  they,  with  ardor,  ran 
The  Zodiac  of  their  learn’d,  illuflrious  lives. 

In  Chrijiian  hearts,  O  for  a  Pagan  zeal  l 
A  needful,  but  opprobrious  pray’r !  As  much 
Our  Ardor  Lefs,  as  Greater  is  our  Light . 

How  monflrous  This  in  Morals  /  Scarce  more  firange 
Would  this  Phaenomenon  in  nature  ftrike, 

A  Sun,  that  froze  us,  or  a  Star,  that  warm’d. 
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What' taught  thefe  heroes  of  the  moral  world  ? 

To  thefe  thou  giv’ft  thy  Praife,  give  Credit  too. 

Thefe  doctors  ne’er  were  penfion’d  to  deceive  thee ; 
And  Pagan  tutors  are  thy  tafte. — They  taught, 

7 hat ,  narrow  views  betray  to  mifery  : 

7 hat,  wife  it  is  to  comprehend  the  whole  : 

7hat ,  Virtue  rofe  from  Nature,  ponder’d  well. 

The  fingle  bafe  of  Virtue  built  to  heaven  : 

7hat ,  GOD,  and  Nature ,  our  attention  claim : 

7hat  Nature  is  the  glafs  reflecting  GOD, 

As,  by  the  Sea ,  reflected  is  the  Sun, 

Too  glorious  to  be  gaz’d  on  in  his  fphere: 

7hat,  Mind  immortal  loves  immortal  aims  : 

7 hat,  boundlefs  Mind  affeCts  a  boundlefs  Space  : 

7hat ,  vaft  furveys,  and  the  fublime  of  things. 

The  foul  aflimilate,  and  make  her  great: 

7 hat,  therefore,  heav’n  her  glories,  as  a  fund 
Of  infpiration,  thus  fpreads  out  to  man. 

Such  are  their  doCtrines ;  fuch  the  Night  infpir’d. 

And  what  more  true  ?  What  truth  of  greater  weight  • 
The  foul  of  man  was  made  to  walk  the  ikies ; 
Delightful  outlet  of  her  prifon  Here  ! 

t  '  ■** 

7here,  difincumber’d  from  her  chains,  the  ties 
Of  toys  terreftrial,  fhe  can  rove  at  large ; 

7here,  freely  can  refpire,  dilate,  extend. 

In  full  proportion  let  loofe  all  her  powers  j 
And,  undeluded,  grafp  at  fomething  great. 

Nor,  as  a  ftranger,  does  fhe  wander  there ; 

But,  wonderful  herfelf,  thro’  wonder  ftrays  j 
Contemplating  their  grandeur,  finds  her  own  j 
Dives  deep  in  their  ceconomy  divine* 
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Sits  high  in  judgment  on  their  various  laws, 

And,  like  a  mailer,  judges  not  amifs. 

Hence  greatly  pleas’d,  andjullly  proud,  the  foul 
Grows  confcious  of  her  birth  celellial ;  breathes 
More  life,  more  vigour,  in  her  native  air ; 

And  feels  herfelf  at  home  among  the  ftars ; 

And,  feeling,  emulates  her  country’s  praife. 

What  call  we,  then,  the  firmament,  Lorenzo?—* 
As  Earth  the  body,  lince,  the  Skies  fullain 
The  foul  with  food,  that  gives  immortal  life, 

Call  it.  The  noble  pafture  of  the  Mind; 

Which  there  expatiates,  llrengthens,  and  exults. 

And  riots  thro’  the  luxuries  of  thought. 

O 


Call  it,  The  Garden  of  the  DEITY, 
Blolfom’d  with  liars,  redundant  in  the  growth 


*  -  *  *  .  <■  • 

Of  fruit  ambrofial  ;  moral  fruit  to  man. 

Call  it,  The  breall-plate  of  the  true  High-priell, 
Ardent  with  gems  oracular,  that  give, 

In  points  of  higheil  moment,  right  refponfe  j 
And  ill  negledled,  if  we  prize  our  peace. 

Thus,  have  we  found  a  true  allrology  ; 

Thus,  have  we  found  a  new,  and  noble  fenfe. 

In  which  alone  liars  govern  human  fates. 

O  that  the  Stars  (as  fome  have  feign’d)  let  fall 
Bloodlhed,  and  havock,  on  embattled  realms. 

And  refcu’d  Mouarchs  from  fo  black  a  guilt ! 
Bourbon  !  this  wilh  ho.w  gen’rous  in  a  foe  ! 

Wouldll  thou  be-  great,  wouldll  thou  become  a  God, 
And  Hick  thy  deathlefs  name  among  the  liars. 

For  mighty  conquells  on  a  needle’s  point  ? 

Inllead  of  forging,  chains  fox  foreigners, 

Bnfile  thy  Tutor:  Grandeur  all  thy  aim? 

3 
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As  yet  thou  know’ft  not  what  it  is :  How  great, 
How  glorious,  then,  appears  the  Mind  of  man, 
When  in  it  all  the  liars,  and  planets,  roll ! 

And  what  it  feems,  it  is:  Great  objeds  make 
Great  minds,  enlarging  as  their  views  enlarge  ; 
Tbofe  dill  more  Godlike,  as  the/e  more  divine. 

And  more  divine  than  Thefe ,  thou  canll  not  fee. 
Dazled,  o’erpowYd,  with  the  delicious  draught 
Of  mifcellaneous  fplendors,  how  I  reel 
From  thought  to  thought,  inebriate,  without  end  l 
An  Eden ,  this  !  a  Paradise  unloji  ! 

I  meet  the  DEITY  in  ev’ry  view. 

And  tremble  at  my  nakednefs  before  him  ? 

O  that  I  could  but  reach  the  Tree  of  Life  ! 

For  Here  it  grows,  unguarded  from  our  tade  ; 

No  Flaming  Sword  denies  our  entrance  Here ; 
Would  man  but  gather,  he  might  live  for  ever. 

Lorenzo  !  much  of  Moral  had  thou  feen. 

Of  curious  arts  art  thou  more  fond  ?  Then  mark 
The  Mathematic  glories  of  the  Ikies, 

In  number,  weight,  and  meafure,  all  ordain’d. 
Lorenzo’s  beaded  builders,  Chance,  and  Fate, 
Are  left  to  finifh  his  aerial  towers ; 

Wifdom ,  and  Ch  oice ,  their  well  kuown  charaflers 
Here  deep  imprefs ;  and  claim  it  for  their  own. 
Tho’  fplendid  all,  no  fplendor  void  of  ufe; 

Ufe  rivals  Beauty  :  Art  contends  with  Power 
No  wanton  wade,  amid  effufe  expence  3 
The  great  Oeconomist  adjuding  all 
To  prudent  pomp,  magnificently  wife. 

How  rich  theprofpeft!  and  for  ever  new  ! 
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And  neiveft  to  the  man  that  views  it  mojl ; 
For  newer  (till  in  infinite  fucceeds. 


Then,  thefe  aereal  racers,  Q  how  fwift ! 

How  the  ihaft  loiters  from  the  Urongeft  firing  ? 


Spirit  alone  can  diftance  the  career. 

Orb  above  orb  afcending  without  end ! 

Circle  in  circle,  without  end,  inclos'd  ! 

Wheel,  within  wheel;  Ezekiel!  like  to  thine! 

Like  thine  it  feems  a  vifion  or  a  dream  ; 

Tho’  feerty  we  labour  to  believe  it  true  / 

What  involution !  what  extent !  what  fwarms 
Of  worlds,  that  laugh  at  Earth  !  immenfely  great ! 
Immenfely  diftant  from  each  other’s  fpheres  l 
What  then,  the  wond’rous  Space  thro’  which  they  roll  ? 
At  once  it  quite  ingulphs  all  human  thought ; 

’Tis  comprehenfion’s  abfolute  defeat. 

Nor  think  thou  feeft  a  wild  diforder  here ; 

Thro’  this  illuftrious  chaos  to  the  fight. 

Arrangement  neat,  and  dialled  order,  reign. 

The  path  prefcrib’d,  inviolably  kept. 

Upbraids  the  lawlefs  Tallies  of  mankind. 

Worlds,  ever  thwarting,  never  interfere  ; 

What  knots  are  ty'd  !  how  foon  are  they  difiolv’d. 

And  fet  the  Teeming  marry’d  planets  free ! 

They  rove  for  ever,  without  error  rove; 

Confufion  unconfus’d  !  nor  lefs  admire 
This  tumult  untumultuous ;  all  on  wing  ! 
jn  motion,  all !  yet  what  profound  repofe  ! 

What  fervid  action,  yet  no  noife  !  as  aw’d 
To  filence,  by  the  prefence  of  their  LORD; 


Or 
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Or  hulh’d,  by  His  command,  in  love  to  man. 

And  bid  let  fall  foft  beams  on  human  reft, 

Reftlefs  themfelves. ,  On  yon  cccrulean  plain. 

In  exultation  to  Their  GOD,  and  Thine , 

They  dance,  they  fing  eternal  jubilee, 

Eternal  celebration  of  His  praife.  . 

But,  fince  their  Song  arrives  not  at  our  car. 

Their  Dance  perplex’d  exhibits  to  the  fight 
Fair  Hieroglyphic  of  His  peerlefs  power. 

Mark,  how  the  Lahyrinthian  turns  they  take. 

The  circles  intricate,  and  myftic  maze, 

Weave  the  grand  cypher  of  Omnipotence  ; 

To  Gods ,  how  great !  how  legible  to  Man  ! 

Leaves  fo  much  wonder  greater  wonder  ftill  ? 
Where  are  the  pillars  that  fupport  the  Ikies  ? 

What  more  than  Atlantean  Ihoulder  props 
Th’  incumbent  load  ?  What  magic,  what  ftrange  art. 
In  fluid  air  thefe  pond’rous  orbs  fuftains  ? 

Who  would  not  think  them  hung  in  golden  chains  ?~ 
And  fo  they  are  ;  in  the  high  will  of  heaven. 

Which  fixes  all ;  makes  adamant  of  air. 

Or  air  of  adamant ;  makes  all  of  nought, 

Or  nought  of  all ;  if  fuch  the  dread  decree. 

Imagine  from'their  deep  foundations  torn 
The  moft  gigantic  fons  of  earth,  the  broad 
And  tow’ring  A!ps>  all  toll  into  the  fea ; 

And,  light  as  down,  or  volatile  as  air. 

Their  bulks  enormous  dancing  on  the  waves, 

In  time,  and  meafure,  exquifite ;  while  all 
The  winds,  in  emulation  of  the  fpheres. 


Tune 


42  The  Consolation.  Night  q. 

Tune  their  fonorous  inflruitients  aloft; 

The  concert  fweli,  and  animate  the  ball. 

Would  this  appear  amazing  ?  What,  then,  worlds,  ' 
in  a  far  thinner  element  fuftain’d. 

And  aching  the  fame  part,  with  greater  (kill 
More  rapid  movement,  and  for  nobleft  Ends  ? 

More  obvious  ends  to  pafs,  are  not  theft  liars 
The  feats  majelljc,  proud  imperial  thrones, 

On  which  angelic  delegates  of  heaven. 

At  certain  periods,  as  the  Sov’reign  nods, 
ik.,aige  nign  truusof  Vengeance,  oro f  Love; 

S  o  Clothe,  in  outward  grandeur,  grand  defion. 

And  acts  moll  folemn  Hill  more  folemnize  ?° 

„Je  ClTizENS0f  air!  what  ardent  thanks. 

What  full,  effufion  of  the  grateful  heart, 

Is  due  from  man  indulg’d  in  fuch  a  fight ! 

A  fight  fo  noble  1  and  a  fight  fo  kind  f 
It  drops  new  truths  at  ev’ry  new  furvey  ! 

•feels  not  Lorenzo  fomething  ftir  within. 

That  fweeps  away  all  period  ?  As  thefe  fpheres 
Meafure  duration,  they  no  lefs  infpire 
The  Godlike  hope  of  ages  without  end. 

The  boundlefs  Space,  thro’  which  thefe  rovers  take 
Their  refllefs  roam,  fuggells  the  .filler-thought . 

Of  boundlefs  Time.  Thus,  by  kind  Nature's  Ikill, 

To  man  un-labour’d,  that  important  gueft. 

Eternity,  finds  entrance  at  the  Sight : 

And  an  Eternity,  for  man  ordain’d. 

Or  thefe  his  defiin’d  midnight  counfellors. 

Stars,  ha£  never  whifper’d  it  to  man. 

Tl  ; 
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Nature  informs ,  but  ne’er  ivfults,  her  Tons. 

Could  (he  then  kindle  the  moft  ardent  wifti 
To  difappoint  it  ' That  is  blafphemy. 

Thus,  of  thy  creed  a  fecond  article, 

Momentous,  as  th’  exiftence  of  a  G  O  D, 

Is  found  (as  I  conceive)  where  rarely  fought ; 

And  thou  may ’ft  read  thy  Soul  immortal.  Here. 

Here,  then,  Lorenzo  !  on  thefe  glories  dwell ; 

Nor  want  the  gilt,  illuminated,  roof, 

That  calls  the  wretched  Gay  to  dark  delights. 
AJfemblies  r5— This  is  one  divinely  bright ; 

Here,  un-endanger’d  in  health,  wealth,  or  fame. 
Range  thro’  the  faireft,  and  the  Sultan  fcorn. 

He,  wife  as  Thou,  no  Crefcent  holds  fo  fair, 

As  that,  which  on  his  turbant  awes  a  world  ; 

And  thinks  the  Moon  is  proud  to  copy  him. 

Look  on  her,  and  gain  more  than  worlds  can  give, 
A  mind  fuperior  to  the  charms  of  Power. 

Thou  muffled  in  delufions  of  this  life  ! 

Can  yonder  Moon  turn  ocean  in  his  Ded, 

From  fide  to  fide,  in  conflant  ebb,  and  flow. 

And  purify  from  flench  his  watry  realms  ? 

And  fails  her  moral  influence  ?  wants  fine  power 
To  turn  Lorenzo’s  ftubborn  tide  of  thought 
From  ftagnating  on  Earth's  infe&ed  fliore, 

And  purge  from  nuifance  his  corrupted  heart  ? 
Fails  her  attra&ion  when  it  draws  to  heaven  ? 
Nay,  and  to  what  thou  valu’d  more,  Earth  s  joy  . 
Minds  elevate,  and  panting  for  Unfeen, 

And  defecate  from  Senfe,  alone  obtain 
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Full  reliih  of  exigence  un-deflower'd. 

The  Life  of  life,  the  Zejl  of  worldly  blifs. 

All  elfe  on  earth  amounts — to  what?  To  This : 

“  Bad  to  be  Suffer'd-,  Blessings  to  be  Left 

Earth’s  richelt  inventory  boafts  no  more. 

Of  higher  fcenes  be,  then,  the  call  obey’d. 

O  let  me  gaze  !— Of  gazing  there’s  no  end 
O  let  me  think  --Thought  too  is  wilder’d  here ; 

Jn  m-d.way  flight  imagination  tires ; 

Yet  foon  re-prunes  her  wing  to  foar  anew. 

Her  point  unable  to  forbear,  or  gain  ; 

So  great  the  pleafure,  fo  profound  the  plan  ! 

A  banquet,  this,  where  men,,  and  angels,  meet, 

Eat  the  fame  Mama,  mingle  earth,  and  heaven. 
How  diilant  fame  of  thefe  noflurnai  funs  ! 

So  diilant  (fays  the  fage),  ’twere  not  abfurd 
To  doubt,  if  beams,  fet  out  at  Nature' s  birth. 

Are  yet  arriv’d  at  this  fo  foreign  world  ; 

Tho’  nothing  half  fo  rapid  as  their  flight. 

An  eye  of  awe  and  wonder  let  me  roll 
And  roll  for  enter  :  Who  can  fatiate  fight 
lofuth  a  feene  ?  in  fuch  an  ocean  wide 

Gf  deep  aftonifhment  ?  where  depth,  height,  breadth, 
Are  iolt  in  their  extremes ;  and  where  to  count 
The  thick-fown  glories  in  this  field  of  fire. 

Perhaps  a  Seraph's  computation  fails. 

Now,  go.  Ambition  /  boaiujiy  boundlefs  might 
Jn  conqueft,  o’er  the  tenth'  part  of  a  grain. 

And  yet  Lorenzo  calls  for  miracles. 

To  give  his  tott ’ring  faith  a  folid  bafe. 
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^hy  call  for  lefs  than  is  already  thine  ? 
hou  art  no  novice  in  theology  •, 

V^hat  is  a  Miracle  ? — ’Tis  a  reproach, 

Fis  an  implicit  fatire,  on  mankind  ; 
ind  while  it  fatisfies ,  it  cenfures  too. 

^o  common-fenfe,  great  Nature's  courfe  proclaims 
i  DEITY:  When  mankind  falls  afleep, 

*  Miracle  is  fent,  as  an  alarm, 

'o  wake  the  world,  and  prove  Him  o’er  again, 
y  recent  argument,  but  not  more  firong. 
ay,  which  imports  more  plenitude  of  power, 

)r  nature’s  laws  to  fix,  or  to  repeal? 

' o  make  a  fun,  or  fiop  his  mid-career  ? 
o  countermand  his  orders,  and  fend  back 
'he  flaming  courier  to  the  frighted  Eafi , 

/ arm’d,  and  aftonifh’d,  at  his  ev’ning  ray  ? 

>r  bid  the  Moon,  as  with  her  journey  tir'd, 

(i  Ajalons  foft,  flow’ry  vale  repofe  ? 

^reat  things  are  thefe ;  ftill  greater,  to  create . 

Irom  Adam’s  bow’r  look  down  thro’  the  whole  train 
f  miracles; — reflftlefs  is  their  power  ? 

’hey  do  not,  can  not,  more  amaze  the  mind, 
han  this,  call d  un-miraculous  furvey, 

F  duly  weigh’d,  if  rationally  feen, 
feen  with  human  eyes.  The  Brute ,  indeed, 
pes  nought  but  Spangles  here ;  the  Fool,  no  more, 
^y’ft  thou,  “  The  courfe  of  Nature  governs  all  ?” 
he  Courfe  of  Nature  is  the  Art  of  GOD. 

'he  miracles  thou  call’ft  for,  This  atteft  ; 

Or  fay,  could  Nature  Nature's  courfe  controul? 
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But,  miracles  apart,  who  fees  HIM  not, 

Natures  Controuler,  Author,  Guide,  and  End  ? 
Who  turn  his  eye  on  Nature's  midnight  face. 

But  mull  inquire — “  What  hand  behind  the  fcene, 

“  What  arm  Almighty,  put  thefe  wheeling  globes 
“  In  motion,  and  wound  up  the  vaft  machine  ? 

“  Who  rounded  in  his  palm  thefe  fpacious  orbs  ? 

“  Who  bowl’d  them  flaming  thro’  the  dark  profound, 

<£  Numerous  as  glitt’ring  gems  of  morning-dew, 

££  Or  fparks  from  populous  cities  in  a  blaze, 

<£  And  fet  the  bofom  of  Old  Night  on  fire  ? 

“  Peopled  her  defart,  and  made  horror  fmile 
Or,  if  the  military  flyle  delights  thee, 

(For  flars  have  fought  their  battles,  leagu’d  with  man) 
“  Who  marfhals  this  bright  hofi:  ?  Enrolls  their  names  ? 
“  Appoints  their  poll,  their  marches,  and  returns, 

“  Pundtual,  at  flated  periods  ?  who  difbands 
1(4  Thefe  vet’ran  troops,  their  final  duty  done, 

44  If  e  er  difbanded  ?” — H  E,  whofe  potent  word, 
Like.the  loud  trumpet,  levy’d  firft  their  powers 
In  Night's  inglorious  empire,  where  they  flept 
In  beds  of  darknefs :  arm’d  them  with  fierce  flames, 
Arrang’d,  and  difciplin’d,  and  cloath’d  in  gold; 

And  call  d  them  out  of  Chaos  to  the  field, 

Where  now'  they  war  with  Vice  and  Unbelief. 

O  let  us  join  this  army  !  joining  thefe, 

Vi/ill  give  us  hearts  intrepid,  at  that  hour. 

When  brighter  flames  fliall  cut  a  darker  night ; 

V,  hen  thefe  ftrong  demonflrations  of  a  G  O  D 
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Shall  hide  their  heads,  or  tumble  from  their  fphtres. 
And  one  eternal  curtain  cover  all  t 

Struck  at  that  thought,  as  new-awak’d,  I  lift 
A  more  enlighten’d  eye,  and  read  the  liars 
To  man  Hill  more  propitious ;  and  their  aid 
(Tho’  guiltlefs  of  idolatry)  implore  ; 

Nor  longer  rob  them  of  their  noblell  name. 

O  ye  Dividers  of  my  Time  !  Ye  bright 
Accoraptants  of  my  days,  and  months,  and  years. 

In  your  fair  Kalendar  diflindly  mark’d  1 
Since  that  authentic,  radiant  regifler, 

Tho’  man  infpefts  it  not,  Hands  good  againfl  him  ; 
Since  Tou,  and  years,  roll  on,  tho’  man  Hands  Hill  y 
Teach  me  my  days  to  number,  and  apply 
My  trembling  heart  to  Wifdom ;  now  beyond 
All  lhadow  of  excufe  for  fooling  on. 
dge  fmcoths  our  path  to  prudence  ;  fweeps  alide 
1  he  fnares,  keen  Appetite ,  and  paffion,  fpread 
To  catch  Hray  fouls;  and. woe  to  that  grey  head, 
^Vhofe  Folly  would  undo,  what  Age  has  done  ! 

Aid,  then,  aid,  all  ye  Hars  f — Much  rather,  THOU 
icrreat  ARTIST  /  Thou,  whole  linger  fet  aright 
rhis  exquifite  Machine ,  with  all  its  Wheels, 

Tho’  intervolv'd,  exaft  ;  and  pointing  out 
|-vife  s  rapid,  and  irrevocable  flight, 
kYith  fuch  an  Index  fair,  as  none  can  mils, 

Yho  lifts  an  eye,  nor  fleeps  till  it  is  clos’d. 

Ppen  mine  eye,  dread  DEITY!  to  read 
I*  he  ^cit  dodlrine  of  thy  works ;  to  fee 
■  kings  as  they  are}  un-alter’d  thro’  the  glafs 
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Of  worldly  wifties.  Time,  Eternity! 

(’Tis  thefe,  mif*meafur’d,  ruin  all  mankind 
Set  them  before  me  ;  let  me  lay  them  both 
In  equal  fcale,'  and  learn  their  various  weight. 

Let  Time  appear  a  Moment ,  as  it  is  ; 

And  let  Eternity's  full  orb,  at  once. 

Turn  on  my  foul,  and  ftrike  it  into  heaven. 

When  (hall  I  fee  far  more  than  charms  me  now  ? 
Gaze  on  creation’s  model  in  Thy  bread 
Unveil’d,  nor  wonder  at  the  tranfcript  more? 

When,  this  vile,  foreign,  dud,  which  fmothers  all 
That  travel  Earth's  deep  vale,  (hall  I  (hake  off  1 
When  (hall  my  foul  her  incarnation  quit. 

And,  re* adopted  to  thy  bled  embrace. 

Obtain  her  Jpotheofts  in  THEE? 

Doft  think,  Lorenzo,  this  is  wand’ring  wide  ? 
No,  ’tis  dire&ly  (Iriking  at  the  mark  ; 

To  wake  thy  dead  Devotion  *  was  my  point ; 

And  how  I  blefs  Night's  confecrating  (hades. 
Which  to  a  Temple  turn  an  Univerfe  ; 

Fill  us  with  great  ideas,  full  of  heaven. 

And  antidote  the  pedilential  earth  ! 

In  ev’ry  dorm,  that  either  frowns,  or  falls 
What  an  afylum  has  the  foul  in  pray’r  ! 

And  what  a  Fane  is  This ,  in  which  to  pray  ? 

And  what  a  GOD  mud  dwell  in  fuch  a  Fane  ! 

O  what  a  genius  mud  inform  the  (kies! 

And  is  Lorenzo’s  falamander-heart 

Cold,  and  untouch’d,  amid  thefe  facred  (ires  ? 

O  ye  notturnal  fparks !  Ye  glowing  embers, 

*  Page  24. 
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On  heav'n’s  broad  hearth  I  who  burn,  or  burn  no  more, 
Who  blaze,  or  die,  as  Great  J  E  H  O  V  A  H’s  breath 
Or  blows  you,  or  forbears ;  afllffc  my  fong  ; 

Pour  your  whole  influence  ;  exorcife  his  hear.'. 

So  long  pofleft  ;  and  bring  him  back  to  Man. 

And  is  Lorenzo  a  demurrer  fill? 

Pride  in  thy  parts  provokes  thee  to  conteft 
I  Truths ,  which,  contefted,  put  thy  Parts  to  fhame. 

Nor  fhame  they  more  Lorenzo’s  Head  than  Heart  ; 

A  faithlefs  heart,  how  defpicably  fmall  ! 

Too  ftreight,  aught  great,  or  gen’rous,  to  receive  ? 
Fill’d  with  an  atom !  fill’d,  and  foul’d,  with  Self  l 
And  Self  miftaken  !  Self,  that  lafts  an  hour  ! 

Infintts  and  Paffons,  of  the  nobler  kind, 

||  Lie  fuffocated  there  ;  or  They  alone, 

Reafon  apart,  would  wake  high  hope  ;  and  open.. 

To  ravilh’d  thought,  that  Intellectual  fphere, 

I  Where,  Ordtr ,  Wifdom ,  Goodnefs,  Providence , 

Their  endlefs  miracles  of  love  difplay. 

And  promife  all  the  truly  great  defire. 

The  mind  that  would  be  happy,  mull  be  great; 

Great,  in  its  vsijhes ;  great,  in  its  furvcys . 

Extended  views  a  narrow  mind  extend  ; 

Pufh  out  its  corrugate,  expanfive  make. 

Which,  ere-long,  more  than  planets  (hall  embrace. 

A  man  of  Compafs  makes  a  man  of  Worth ; 

Divine  contemplate,  and  become  Divine. 

As  man  was  made  for  glory,  and  for  blifs. 

All  littlenefs  is  in  approach  to  woe  ; 

Open  thy  bofom,  fet  thy  wiihes  wide, 

Vol.  IV,  X>  And 
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And  let  in  Manhood ;  let  in  Happinefs ; 

Admit  the  boundlefs  theatre  of  thought 
From  nothing,  up  to  GOD;  which  makes  a  Man. 
Take  GOD  from  Nature,  nothing  great  is  left; 
Man’s  mind  is  in  a  pit,  and  nothing  fees ; 

Man’s  heart  is  in  a  jakes,  and  loves  the  mire. 

Emerge  from  thy  profound  ;  ereft  thine  eye  ; 

See  thy  diftrefs  !  how  clofe  art  thou  befieg’d  ! 

Befieg’d  by  Nature,  the  proud  fceptic’s  foe  ! 

Inclos’d  by  thefe  innumerable  worlds, 

Sparkling  convi&jon  on  the  darkeft  mind, 

As  in  a  golden  net  of  Providence, 

How  art  thou  caught,  fure  captive  of  belief  ! 

From  this  thy  bled  captivity,  what  art. 

What  blafphemy  to  reafon,  fets  thee  free  ! 

This  fcene  is  heav’n’s  indulgent  violence  : 

Canft  thou  bear  up  again!!  this  tide  of  glory  ? 

What  is  earth  bofom’d  in  thefe  ambient  orbs. 

But,  faith  in  GOD  impos’d,  and  prefs’d  on  man  ? 
Par’d  thou  dill  litigate  thy  defp’rate  caufe , 

Spite  of  thefe  num’rous,  aweful,  < witjiejfcs , 

And  doubt  the  deposition  of  the  &ies  ? 

O  how  laborious  is  thy  way  to  ruin  ! 

Laborious  ?  ’tis  impracticable  quite 
To  fink  beyond  a  doubt ,  in  this  debate, 

With  all  his  weight  of  vvifdom  and  of  will. 

And  crime  flagitious,  I  defy  a  fool. 

Some  with  they  did ;  but  no  man  dijbelieves. 

G  O  D  is  a  Spirit ;  Spirit  cannot  drike 
Thefe  grofs,  material  organs  j  GOD  by  man 
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As  much  is  feen,  as  Man  a  G  O  D  can  fee. 

In  thefe  aftonilhing  exploits  of  power. 

What  order,  beauty,  motion,  diftance,  fize  i 
Concertion  of  defign,  how  exquifite  ! 

How  complicate,  in  their  divine  police  ! 

Apt  means !  great  ends !  confent  to  gen’ral  good  ! 

Each  attribute  of  thefe  material  gods, 

So  long  (and  that  with  fpecious  pleas)  ador’d, 

A  fep’rate  conqueft  gains  o’er  rebel  thought ; 

And  leads  in  triumph  the  whole  mind  of  man. 

Lorenzo  !  this  may  feem  harangue  to  thee  ; 

Such  all  is  apt  to  feem,  that  thwarts  our  will. 

And  doft  thou,  then,  demand  a  Ji?npk  proor 
Gf  this  great  matter  moral  of  the  Ikies, 

Unfkill’d,  or  disinclin’d,  to  read  it  there? 

Since  ’tis  the  bails,  and  all  drops  without  it, 

Take  it,  in  one  compact,  unbroken  chain. 

Such  proof 'infills  on  an  attentive  ear  ; 

’Twill  not  make  one  amid  a  mob  of  thoughts. 

And,  for  thy  notice,  ftruggle  with  the  world. 

Retire  ; - the  world  (hut  out  ; - thy  thoughts  call 

Imagination  s  airy  wing  reprefs - -  [home f 

ock  up  thy  Senfes  ; — let  no  Rajjion  ftir 
Wake  all  to  Reafon  ; — let  her  reign  alone;— 

7  hen,  in  thy  Soul's  deep  filence,  and  the  depth 
Gf  filature's  filence,  midnight,  thus  inquire. 

As  7  have  done  ;  and  fh all  inquire  no  more. 

In  nature’s  chancl,  thus  the  quettions  run. 

What  am  I  ?  and  from  JVhence  ? — I  nothing  knowj 
But  that  I  am  ;  and,  fmcelam,  conclude 

D  a  «  Some- 
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s<  Something  Eternal :  Had  there  e’er  been  Nought , 

“  Nought  ftill  had  been  :  Eternal  there  mujl  be.— 

«  But  what  eternal  ? — Why  not  Human  Race  ? 

«  And  Adam’s  anceftors  without  an  end  ? — 
e  <  That’s  hard  to  be  conceiv’d;  fince  ev’ry  link 
“  Of  that  long-chain’d  fucceflion  is  fo  frail ; 
c  (  Can  ev’ry  Part  depend ,  and  not  the  Nicole  ? 

<«  Yet  grant  it  true  ;  new  difficulties  rile ; 

«  pm  ftill  quite  out  at  fea  .;  nor  fee  the  fhore. 

«  Whence  Earth,  and  thefe  bright  Orbs  ? —Eternal 
«  Grant  Matter  was  eternal  ;  ftill  .thefe  Qrbs  [too  ?— 
c«  Would  wgnt  fome  other  father  -much  deffgn 
Is  feen  in  all  their  Motions ,  all  their  Makes ; 

»<  Dejign  implies  Intelligence,  and  Art : 

“  That  can’t  be  from  Ekemfelves-r- or  Man  ;  That  art 
6c  Man  fcarce  can  comprehend,  could  man  bellow  ? 

««  And  nothing  greater,  yet  allow’d  than  Man . 

“  Who,  Motion ,  foreign  to  the  fmalleft  grain, 

,«  Shot  thro’  vaft  mattes  of  enormous  weight  ? 

«  Who  bid  brute  Matter'*  reftive  lump  affume 
Such  various  Torms,  and  gave  it  wings  to  fly  ? 

Has  matter  innate -motion  ?  then  each  atom, 

*t  Afferting  its  indifputable  right 
“  To  danc-e,  would  form  an  univerfe  of  dull : 

“  Has  matter  none?  Then  whence  thefe  glorious  forms, 

*  And  boundlefs  flights,  from  Shapelefs ,  and  Repos'd? 

Has  matter  more  than  motion  ?  Has  it  thought, 

«  Judgment,  and  genius  ?  Is  it  deeply  learn’d 
.u  In  Mathematics  ?  Has  it  fram’d  fuch  laws. 

Which  but  to  guefs,  a  Newton  made  immortal  ? 

‘  If 
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a  If  f°»  how  each  fage  atom  laughs  at  me, 

“  Who  think  a  Clod  inferior  to  a  Man  ! 
u  If  art,  to  form  ;  and  counfel,  to  eondufr; 

“  And  that  with  greater  far,  than  human  /kill  ; 

“  Reildes  nothin  each  block  ; — a  GODHEAD  reigns.—^ 
“  Grant,  then,  invifibie,  eternal,  MIND; 

I**  That  granted,  all  is  folv’d. — But,  granting  that, 
tf  Draw  I  not  o’er  me  a  Hill  darker  cloud  ? 

“  Grant  I  not  that  which  1  can  ne’er  conceive  ? 

A  being  without  origin ;  or  end  ! — 

“  Hail,  human  liberty  !  There  is  no  G  O  D _ 

Yet,  Why  ?  On  either  fcheme  that  knot  iubfifts ; 

“  S ubfiil  it  mujl ,  in  G  O  D,  or  Human  Race ; 

“  If  in  the  laft,  how  many  knots  befide, 

“  Indi/Toluble  all  ?—  -Why  chufe  it  There , 

“  Where,  chofen;  ftill  fubfift  ten  thoufand  more  ? 

|‘  Rejedl  it,  where,  That  chofen,  all  the  reft 
u  Difpers’d,  leave  Reafon  s  whole  horizon  clear  ? 

:c  This  is  not  reafon’s  didlate ;  Reafon  fays, 

[<  Clofe  with  the  fide  where  One  grain  turns  the  fcale  j 
‘  What  vaft  preponderance  is  here  !  can  reafon 
‘  With  louder  voice  exclaim — Believe  a  G  O  D  ? 

And  Reafon  heard,  is  the  foie  mark  of  man. 

I  What  things  impoflible  muft  man  think  true, 

‘  On  any  other  fyftem  !  and  how  ftrange 
"To  difbelieve ,  thro*  mere  credulity  !” 

If,  in  this  chain,  Lorenzo  finds  no  flaw*- 
i^et  it  for  ever  bind  him  to  Belief. 
llnd  where  the  link,  in  which  a  flaw  he  finds  ? 

^nd,  if  a  GOD  there  is,  that  GOD  how  great ! 

D  3  How 
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How  great  that  Pow’r,  whofe  providential  care 
Thro'  thefe  bright  orbs  dark  centres  darts  a  ray  ! 

Of  Nature  univerfal  threads  the  whole  ! 

And  hangs  Creation,  like  a  precious  gem, 

Xho'  little,  on  the  footllool  of  his  throne  ! 

That  little  gem,  how  large  !  A  weight  let  fall 
From  a  fixt  kar,  in  ages  can  it  reach 
This  dikant  Earth?  Say,  then,  Lorenzo  l  where. 
Where,  ends  this  mighty  building  ?  Where,  begin 
The  fuburbs  of  Creation  ?  Where,  the  wall 
Whofe  battlements  look  o’er  into  the  vale 
Of  non-exikence  ?  Nothing’s  krange  abode  ! 

Say,  at  what  point  of  fpace  JEHOVAH  dropp’d 
His  kacken’d  Litre,  and  laid  His  Balance  by  ; 

Weigh'd  Worlds ,  and  meafur’d  Infinite ,  no  more  ? 
Where,  rears  His  terminating  Pillar  high 
its  extra-mundane  head  ?  and  fays,  to  gods. 

In  characters  illukrious  as  the  fun, 

I  fiand,  the  flans  froud period ;  I  pronounce 
The  naork  accotnplijh' d ;  the  Creation  clos'd : 

Shout,  all  ye  gods  !  nor  Jhout  ye  gods  alone  ; 

Of  all  that  lives,  or,  if  devoid  of  life. 

That  refs,  or  rolls,  ye  heights ,  and  depths ,  refound! 
Refund!  refund!  ye  depths,  and  heights,  refund! 
Hard  are  thofe  quekions  ? — Anfwer  harder  kill. 

Is  This  the  fob  exploit,  the  fingle  birth, 

The  folitary  Son  of  Pouv'r  Divine  ? 

Or  has  the  Almighty  FAT  H  E  R,  with  a  breath, 
Impregnated  the  womb  of  dikant  Space  ? 

Has  He  not  bid,  in  various  provinces, 
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Brother- Creations  the  dark  bowels  burft 
Of  Night  primeval ;  barren,  now,  no  more  f 
And  He  the  central  fan,  tranfpiercing  all 
Thofe  G  iant-Gencrations ,  which  difport. 

And  dance,  as  Motes,  in  his  meridian  ray  ; 

That  ray  withdrawn,  benighted,  or  abforb’d,. 

In  that  Ahyfs  of  Horror,  whence  they  fprung  y 
While  Chaos  triumphs,  repofteft  of  all 
Rival  Creation  ravifh'd  from  bis  throne  ? 
chaos  !  or  Mature  both  the  womb,  and  prave  l 

Think  ft  thou,  my  fcheme,  Lorenzo,  fpreads  too 
Is  this  extravagant  ? — No  ;  this  is  jnft  ;  [wide  ? 

Juft,  in  conjecture,  tho’  ’twere  falfe  in fall. 

If  his  an  error,  ’tis  an  error  fprung 

From  noble  foot,  high  thought  of  the  MOST-HIGH.' 

But  wherefore  error  r  Who  can  prove  it  fuch  ? _ 

Fie  that  can  fet  Omnipotence  a  bound. 

Can  man  conceive  beyond  what  God  can  do  ? 

Nothing,  but  quite  Impofjhle  is  hard. 

He  fummons  into  being,  with  like  eafe, 

j|A  whole  Creation ,  and  a  fingle  Grain. 

Speaks  he  the  word  ?  a  thoufand  worlds  are  born  !— 

A  Thoufand  worlds  ?  there’s  fpace  for  Millions  more  & 

And  in  what  fpace  can  his  great  Fiat  fail  ? 

‘  * 

Condemn  me  not,  cold  critic  !  but  indulge 

O 

The  warm  Imagination  :  Why  condemn  ? 

Why  not  indulge  fuch  thoughts,  as  fwell  our  hearts 
With  fuller  admiration  of  That  Povcer , 

Who  gives  our  hearts  with  fuch  high  thoughts  to  fwell  ?- 
Why  not  indulge  in  His  augmented  praife  ? 

D  4  Darts 
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Darts  not  His  glory  a  Aill  brighter  ray, 

The  lefs  is  left  to  Chaos,  and  the  realms 
Of  hideous  Night,  where  Fancy  ftrays  aghafl ; 

And,  tho’  moft  talkative,  makes  no  report? 

Still  feems  my  thought-enormous  ?  Think  again  j—* 
Experience  Telf  fhall  aid  thy  lame  belief, 

Glajfes  (that  revelation  to  the  fight  !} 

Have  they  not  led  us  in  the  deep  difclofe 
Of  fine-fpun  Nature,  exquifitely  fmall. 

And,  tho’  demonjl rated,  ftill  ill- conceiv'd? 

If,  then,  on  the  reverfe,  the  mind  would  mount 
J.x\,  Magnitude,  what  mind  can  mount  too  far, 

To  keep  the  balance,  and  creation.. pci/e  ? 

D  fcdl  alone  can  err  on  fuch  a  theme  ; 

What  is  too  great,  if  we  the  Caufe  furvey  ? 

Stupendous  ARCHITECT  !  Thou,  T  hou  au  all ! 
Wly  foul  flies  up  and  down  in  thoughts  of  Tkee, 

And  finds  herfelf  but  at  the  centre  Rill ! 

I  AM,  thy  name  !  Exiftence ,  all  Fhine  event 
Creation's  nothing  ;  flatter'd  much,  if  ftyl’d 
•*  The  thin ,  the  fleeting  Atmofphere  of  GOD." 

Q  for  the  voice — of  what  ?  of  whom  ? — What  voice 

Can  anfwer  to  my  wants,  in  fuch  afeent. 

As  dares  to  deem  one  univerfe.  too  fmall  ? 

Tell  me,  Lorenzo  !  (for  now  Fancy  glows. 

Fir'd  in  the  vortex  of  Almighty  power) 

Is  not  this  home- creation,  in  the  map 
Of  univerfal  Nature ,  as  a  fpeck, 

Like  fair  Britannia  in  our  little  ball; 

Exceeding  fair,  and  glorious,  for  its  flze,. 
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But,  elfewhere,  far  out-meafur’d,  far  outftione  ? 

In  Fancy  (for  the  fatt  beyond  us  lies) 

Canft  thou  not  figure  it,  an  JJle ,  almofl 
Too  fmall  for  notice,  in  the  Vajl  of  being  ; 

Sever'd  by  mighty  feas  of  un-built  fpace 
From  other  realms ;  from  ample  Continents 
Of  higher  life,  where  nobler  natives  dwell ; 

Lefs  Northern ,  lefs  remote  from  DEITY, 
Glowing  beneath  the  Line  of  the  Supreme  ; 

Where  fouls  in  excellence  make  hake,  put  forth 
Luxuriant  growths ;  nor  the  late  autumn  wait 
Of  Human  worth,  but  ripen  foon  to  gods  ? 

Yet  why  drown  Fancy  in  fuch  depths  as  thefe  ? 
Return,  prefumptuous  rover  !  and  confefs 
The  bounds  of  man  ;  nor  blame  them,  as  too  fmall. 
Enjoy  we  not  full  fcope  in  what  is  feen  ? 

Full  ample  the  dominions  of  the  fun  ! 

Full  glorious  to  behold  !  How  far,  how  wide, 

The  matchlefs  monarch,  from  his  flaming  throne, 
Lavifh  of  lukre,  throws  his  beams  about  him, 
Farther,  and  faker,  than  a  thought  can  fly. 

And  feeds  his  planets  with  eternal  fires ! 

This  Heliopolis,  by  greater  far, 

Than  the  proud  tyrant  of  the  Nile ,  was  built  j 
And  He  alone,  who  built  it,  can  deftroy. 

Beyond  this  City,  why  krays  human  thought  ? 

One  wonderful,  enough  for  man  to  know  ! 

One  infinite,  enough  for  man  to  range  ! 

One  firmament,  enough  for  man  to  read  ! 

O  what  voluminous  inftru&ion  here  ! 

D  s 
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What  page  of  wifdom  is  deny’d  him  ?  None ; 

If  learning  hi3  chief  leffon  makes  him  wife. 

O 

Nor  is  InJiruWon ,  here,  our  only  gain  ; 

There  dwells  a  noble  pathos  in  the  Ikies, 

Which  warms  our  paiBons,  profelytes  our  hearts. 

How  eloquently  rhines  the  glowing  pole  ! 

With  what  authority  it  gives  its  charge, 

Remonftratihg  great  truths  in  ftyle  fublime, 

Tho1  filent,  loud  !  heard  earth  around  ;  above 
The  planets  heard  ;  and  not  unheard  in  hell ; 

Hell  has  her  wonder,  tho’  too  proud  to  praife. 

Is  Earth ,  then,  more  infernal  ?  Has  fne  thofe. 

Who  neither  fraife  (Lorenzo  !)  nor  admire? 

Lorenzo’s  admiration,  pre-engag’d, 

Ne'er  afk’d  the  Moon  one  quefcion ;  never  held 
Lead  correfpondence  with  a  dingle  ftar  ; 

Ne’er  rear’d  an  altar  to  the  Sfueen  of  Heaven 
Walking  in  brightnefs ;  or  her.train  ador’d. 

Their  fublunary  rivals  have  long  fmce 
Engrofs'd  his  whole  devotion  ;  Stars  malign* 

Which  made  their  fond  Afroncmer  run  mad  ; 

Darken  his  intellett ,  corrupt  his  heart ; 

Caufe  him  to  facrifce  his  fame  and  peace 
To  momentary  madnefs,  call’d  delignt.. 

Idolater,  more  grofs  than  ever  kifs’d 

The  lifted  hand  to  Luna,  or  pour’d  out 

The  blood  to  Jove  !— O  THOU,  to  whom  belongs 

All  facnfce  !  O  Thou  Great  Jove  unfeignd  ! 

Divine  Instructor!  Thy  frjl  volume,  Ibis, 

For  Man's  perufal  j  All  in  Capitals  ! 
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In  Moon ,  and  Stars  (heav’n’s  golden  alphabet !) 
Emblaz’d  to  feize  the  fight';  who  runs ,  may  read'. 

Who  reads ,  can  underfand.  ’Tis  unconfin’d 
To  Chrijlian  land,  or  Jewry ;  fairly  writ. 

In  language  univerfal,  to  Mankind  : 

A  language,  Lofty  to  the  learn’d  ;  yet  Plain 
To  thofe  that  feed  the  flock,  or  guide  the  plough, 

Or,  from  its  hufk,  ftrike  out  the  bounding  grain. 

A  language,  worthy  the  Great  MIND,  that  fpeaks ! 
Preface,  and  Comment,  to  the  Sacred  Page  ! 

Which  oft  refers  its  reader  to  the  Ikies, 

As  pre-fuppofing  his  firft  lefl'on  there , 

And  Scripture  felf  a  Fragment,  That  unread. 
Stupendous  book  of  wifdom,  to  the  wife  ! 

Stupendous  book  !  and  open'd.  Night  1  by  Thee. 

By  Thee  much  open'd,  I  confefs,  O  Night ! 

Yet  more  I  wilh  ;  but  how  (hall  I  prevail  ? 

Say,  gentle  Night !  whole  model!,  maiden  beams, 

' 

Give  us  a  new  creation,  and  prefent 

The  world’s  great  pi&ure  foften’d  to  the  fight ; 

Nay,  kinder  far,  far  more  indulgent  Hill, 

Say,  thou,  whofe  mild  dominion’s  filver  key 
Unlocks  our  hemifphere,  and  fets  to  view 
Worlds  beyond  number  ;  worlds  conceal’d  by  day 
Behind  the  proud,  and  envious  liar  of  noon  ! 

Canft  thou  not  draw  a  deeper  fcene  ? — And  fhew 
The  Mighty  Potentate,  to  whom  belong 
Thefe  rich  Regalia  pompoufly  difplay’d 
To  kindle  that  high  hope  ?  Like  Him  of  Uz, 
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I  o-aze  around  ;  I  fearch  on  ev’ry  fide - 

O  for  a  glimpfe  of  HIM  my  foul  adores  ! 

As  the  chas’d  hart,  amid  the  defart  wafte. 

Pants  for  the  living  liream  ;  for  HIM  who  made. her. 

So  pants  the  thirily  foul,  amid  the  blank 
Of  fublunary  joys.  Say,  goddefs  !  Where? 

Where,  blazes  His  bright  court  r  .Where  burns  His  thione  ? 
Thou  know’ll ;  for  Thou  art  near  Plim ;  by  Thee,  round 
His  grand  pavilion,  facred  fame  reports 
The  fable  curtain  drawn.  If  not,  can  none. 

Of  thy  fair  daughter-train,  fo  fwift  of  wing. 

Who  travel  far,  difcover  where  He  dwells  ? 

A  Star  His  dwelling  pointed  out  below. 

Ye  Pleiades  !  Arflurus  !  Ma%aroth  ! 

And  thou,  Orion  !  of  Hill  keener  eye  ! 

Say  ye,  who  guide  the  wilder’d  in  the  waves. 

And  bring  them  out  of  tempell  into  port ! 

On  which  hand  mull  I  bend  my  courfe  to  find  Him  ? 
Thefe  courtiers  keep  the  ferret  of  their  KING  >; 

I  wake  whole  nights,  in  vain,  to  Heal  it  from  them. 

I  wake;  and,  waking,  climb  Night's  radiant  fcale,.. 
From  fphere  to  fphere  ;  the  Heps  by  nature  fet 
For  man’s  afcent ;  at  once  to  tempt  and  aid ; 

To  tempt  his  eye,  and  aid  his  tow’ring  thought.; 

Till  it  arrives  at  the  Great  Goal  of  all. 

In  ardent  Contemplation  s  rapid  car, 

Vxom  Earth,  as  from  my  barrier,  1  fet  out. 

How  fwift  I  mount !  Diminilh'd  Earth  recedes ; 

I  pafs  the  Moon  ;  and,  from  her  farther  fide, 

Pierce  heav’n’s  blue  curtain  ;  ftrike  into  Emote ; 

Where, 
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Where,  with  his  lifted  tube,  the  fubtil  fage 
His  artificial,  airy  journey  takes. 

And  to  Celejlial  lengthens  Human  fight. 

I  paufe  at  ev’ry  Planet  on  my  road. 

And  afk  for  HIM  who  gives  their  orbs  to  roll. 

Their  foreheads  fair  to  fhine.  From  Saturn’s  ring. 

In  which,  of  Earths  an  army  might  be  loft. 

With  the  bold  Comet ,  take  my  bolder  flight. 

Amid  thofe  fov  reign  glories  of  the  fkies. 

Of  independent,  native  luftre,  proud  ; 

The  fouls  of  fyftems !  and  the  lords  of  life, 

Thro’  their  wide  empires ! — What  behold  I  now  ? 

A  wildernefs  of  wonders  burning  round  ; 

Where  larger  funs  inhabit  higher  fpheres ; 

Perhaps  the  villas  of  defcending  gods  ! 

Nor  halt  I  here  ;  my  toil  is  but  begun ; 

’Tis  but  the  threfhold  of  the  DEITY; 

Or,  far  beneath  it,  I  am  groveling  ftilh. 

Nor  is  it  ftrange  ;  I  built  on  a  miftake ; 

The  grandeur  of  his  works,  whence  folly  fought- 
For  aid,  to  reafon  fets  his  glory  higher; 

Who  built  thus  high  for  worms  (mere  worms  to  Him ) 
O  where,  Lorenzo  !  muft  the  Builder  dwell? 

Paufe,  then ;  and,  for  a  moment,  here  refpire— 

If  human  thought  can  keep  its  ftation  Here. 

Where  am  I  ?--Where  is  Earth  ?— Nay,  where  art  Thou, 
O .Sun  ? — Is  the  fun  turn’d  reclufe  ? — And  are 
His  boafted  expeditions  fhort  to  Mine  ? — 

To  mine ,  how  fhort !  On  Nature’s  Alps  I  ftand, 

And  fee  a  thoufand  firmaments  beneath  ! 

A  thou- 
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Night 

A  thoufand  fyftems !  as  a  thoufand  grains  f 
So  much  a  ftranger,  and  To  late  arriv’d. 

How  can  man’s  curious  fpirit  not  enquire, 

What  are  the  natives  of  this  world  fublime. 

Of  this  fo  foreign,  un-terreftrial  fphere. 

Where  mortal,  untranfiated ,  never  ftray  d  ? 

“  O  Ye,  as  diftant  from  my  little  home, 

“■  As  fwifteil  fun-beams  in  an  age  can  fly  ! 

“  Far  from  my  native  element  I  roam, 

**■  In  quell  of  New,  and  Wonderful,  to  man. 

“  What  province  This,  of  His  immenfe  domain, 

«<  Whon\  All  obeys  ?  Or  mortals  here,  or  gods  ? 

<{  Ye  bord’rers  on  the  coafts  of  blifs !  what  are  you 
“  A  colony  from  heav’n  ?  Or,  only  rais  d. 

By  frequent  vifit  from  heav’ns  neighbouring  realm 
“  To  fecondary  gods,  and  half-divine  ? — 

“  Whate’er  your  nature,  This  is  pall  difpute, 

“  Far  other  life  you  live,  far  other  tongue 
**  You  talk,  far  other  thought,  perhaps,  you  think, 
il  Than  man.  How  various  are  the  works  of  Goa 
4<  But  fay,  What  thought  ?  Is  Reafon  here  inthron  d 


“  And  abfolute  ?  Or  Sen/e  in  arms  againll  her  ? 

«  Have  you  Two  lights  ?  Or  need  you  no  re-veaT d\ 
i(  Enjoy  your  happy  realms  their  golden  age  ? 

“  And  had  your  Eden  an  abllemious  Eve  ? 

“  Our  Eve’s  fair  daughters  prove  their  pedigree, 

“  And  alk  their  Adams— ‘  Who  would  net  he  Wife  ? 


tc  Or,  if  your  mother  fell,  are  you  redeem  d? 

*l  And  if  redeem’d — is  your  Redeemer  /corn  d  ? 
u  This  your  final  refidence  ?  If  not, 
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Change  you  your  fcene,  Eranfated?  Or  by  Death ? 
And  if  by  Death  ;  What  Death  ? — Know  you  Difeafc  ■ 
Or  horrid  War  ? — With  war,  This  fatal  hour, 
Europa  groans  (fo  call  we  a  fmall  field, 

Where  kings  run  mad).  In  Our  world,  De  &th  deputes 
Intemperance  to  do  the  work  of  Age  ; 

And,  hanging  up  the  quiver  Nature  gave  him. 

As  flew  of  execution,  for  difpatch 

Sends  forth  Imperial  butchers.;  bids  them  flay 

Their  fheep  (the  filly  fheep  they  fleec’d  before). 

And  tofs  him  twice  ten  thoufand  at  a  meal. 

Sit  all  your  executioners  on  thrones  ? 

With  you ,  can  rage  for  plunder  make  a  god  ? 

And  blood/hed  wafh  out  ev’ry  other  flam  ? — 

But  You,  perhaps,  can’t  bleed  :  From  matter  grofs 
Your  Spirits  clean,  are  delicately  clad 
In  fine-fpun  Aether,  privileg’d  to  foar, 

Unloaded,  uninfe&ed  ;  Flow  unlike 

The  lot  of  man  !  How  few  of  human  race 

By  their  own  mud  unmurder'd  !  How  we  wago 

Self- war  eternal  ! — Is  your  painful  day 

Of  hardy  conflict  o’er  ?  Or,  are  you  Bill 

Raw  candidates  at  fchool  ?  And  have  you  Thofe 

Who  di faffed!  Rpvcrfons ,  as  with  Us  ? — 

But  what  are  We?  You  never  heard  of  Man ; 

Or  Earth ,  the  Bedlam  of  the  univerfe  ! 

Where  Reafon  (un-difeas’d  with  You)  runs  mad, 

And  nurfes  Folly' s  children  as  her  o<wn  ; 

Fond  of  the  fouleft.  In  the  facred  mount 

■'  A>  .  A  "  * 

Of  Holinefsy  where  readbn  is  pronounc’d 

Infallible  } 
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Infallible ;  and  thunders ,  like  a  god  ; 

«  Ev’n  by  Saints,  th e  Daemons  are  outdone  ; 

What  Thefe  think  wrong,  our  Saints  refine  to  right ; 
And  kindly  teach  dull  hell  her  own  black  arts ; 

“  Satan,  inftrutted,  o’er  their  mora Is  fmiles. — 

But  This,  how  ftrange  to  You,  who  know  not  Man  f 
«  Has  the  leaft  rumour  of  our  race  arriv’d  ? 

Call’d  here  Elijah,  in  his  flaming  car  ? 

Paft  by  you  the  good  Enoch,  on  his  road 
To  thofe  fair  fields,  whence  Lucifer  was  hurl’d;. 
Who  brufli’d,  perhaps,  your  fphere,  in  his  defcent, 

<<  Stain'd  your  pure  cryftal  JEther,  or  let  fall 
(i  a  Ihort  eclipfe  from  his  portentous  fhade  ? 

o  !  that  the  fiend  had  lodg’d  on  fome  broad  orb 
a  Athwart  his  way  ;  nor  reach’d  his  prefent  home, 

((  Then  blacken’d  Earth  with  footfteps  foul  d  in  hell, 

“  Nor  wafh’d  in  Ocean,  as  from  Rome  he  paft 
“  To  Britain’s  ifle ;  too,  too ,  confpicuous  There!” 

But  This  is  all  digrefiion  :  Where  is  He, 

That  o’er  heav’n’s  battlements  the  felon  hurl’d 
To  groans,  and  chains,  and  darknefs  ?  Where  is  He, 
Who  fees  creation’s  fummit  in  a  vale  ? 

He,  W^hom,  while  man  is  Man,  he  can  t  but  feek  ; 
And  if  he  finds,  commences  more  than  man  ? 

O  for  a  telefcope  His  throne  to  reach  ! 

Tell  me,  ye  learn’d  on  Earth  !  or  bleft  Above  ! 

Ye  fearching,  ye  Newtonian  angels  !  tell, 

Where,  youfcreat  Master’s  orb  ?  His  planets,  where  ? 
Thofe  \onjcious  Satellites,  thofe  Morning-fars, 
Firft-born  of  DE  iT  Y  !  from  central  love. 
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I  By  veneration  moft  profound,  thrown  off ; 

By  fweet  attraction,  no  lefs  ftrongly  drawn  ; 

Avc d,  and  yet  raptur'd ;  raptur'd ,  yet  ferene  ; 

Part  thought,  illuitrious,  but  with  borrow’d  beams  ^ 

I  In  Hill  approaching  circles.  Hill  remote , 

Revolving  round  the  fun’s  eternal  Sire  ? 

Or  fent,  in  lines  direct,  on  embaffies 
|  To  nations — in  what  latitude  ? — Beyond 
Terreftrial  thought’s  horizon  ! — And  on  what 
High  errands  fent  ? — Here  human  effort  ends ; 

And  leaves  me  Hill  a  ftranger  to  His  throne. 

Full  well  it  might !  I  quite  miftook  my  road. 

Born  in  an  age  more  Curious  than  Devout ; 

More  fond  to  fix  th z  place  of  heav’n,  or  hell, 

Than  ftudious  this  to  fhun,  or  that  fecure. 

Tis  not  the  curious ,  but  the  pious  path. 

That  leads  me  to  my  point :  Lorenzo!  know, 
Without  or  Star,  or  Angel,  for  their  guide, 

Who  worfhip  G  O  D,  fhall_/5W  Him.  Humble  Loose, 
And  not  proud  Reafon,  keeps  the  door  of  heav’n  j 
Love  finds  admLlion,  where  proud  Science  fails* 

Man’s  fcience  is  the  culture  of  his  heart  ; 

And  not  to  lofe  his  plumbet  in  the  depths 
Of  Nature ,  or  the  more  profound  of  GOD. 

Either  to  know,  is  an  attempt  that  fets 
The  wife-fl  on  a  level  with  the  fool. 

To  fathom  Nature  (ill-attempted  Here  ! ) 

Paft  doubt  is  deep  philofophy  Above  ; 

•  Higher  degrees  in  blifs  archangels  take. 

As  deeper  learn’d  ;  the  deepeft,  learning  ftilL 

For, 
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For,  what  a  thunder  of  omnipotence 
(So  might  I  dare  to  fpeak)  is  feen  in  All  ! 

In  Man  !  in  Earth  !  In  more  amazing  Skies  ! 

Teaching  this  leffon,  Pride  is  loth  to  learn - 

<c  Not  deeply  to  difcern ,  not  much  to  know, 

Mankind  was  born  to  Wonder,  and  Adore. iV 
And  is  tnere  caufe  for  hig-her  wonder  ftill, 

T  han  that  which  firuck  us  from  our  pall  furveys  ? 

1  es  ;  and  for  deeper  adoration  too. 

From  my  late  airy  travel  unconfin’d. 

Have  I  learn’d  nothing  ? - Yes,  Lorenzo  !  This  * 

Each  of  thefe  flars  is  a  religious  houfe; 

I  faw  their  altars  fmoke,  their  incenfe  rife  , 

And  heard  Hof  annas  ring  thro’  ev’ry  fphere, 

A  feminary  fraught  with  future  gods. 

Nature  all  o’er  is  confecrated  ground, 

Teeming  with  growths  immortal,  and  divine. 

The  Great  Proprietor’s  all-bounteous  hand 
Leaves  nothing  wafle  ;  but  fovvs  thefe  fiery  fields 
With  feeds  of  reafon ,  which  to  virtues  rife 
Beneath  His  genial  ray  ;  and,  if  efcap’d 
The  peflilential  blafts  of  flubborn  will, 

When  grown  mature,  are  gather’d  for  the  Ikies. 

And  is  Devotion  thought  too  much  on  earth. 

When  beings,  fo  fuperior,  homage  boaji. 

And  triumph  in  probations  to  The  Throne  ? 

But  wherefore  more  of  planets,  or  of  flars  ? 

AEthereal  journeys,  and,  difeover’d  there. 

Ten  thoufand  worlds,  ten  thoufand  ways  devout. 

All  Nature  fending  incenfe  to  The  Throne, 

Except 
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Except  the  bold  Lorenzo's  of  Our  fphere  ? 

Op’ning  the  folemn  fources  of  my  foul, 

Since  I  have  pour’d,  like  feign’d  Eridanus, 

My  flowing  numbers  o’er  the  flaming  Ikies, 

Nor  fee,  of  fancy,  or  of  fa  ft,  what  more 
Invites  the  mufe — Here  turn  we,  and  review 
Our  paft  nodlurnal  landfchape  wide  : — Then  fay. 

Say,  then,  Lorenzo  !  with  what  burft  of  heart. 

The  whole,  at  once,  revolving  in  his  thought, 

Muft  man  exclaim,  adoring,  and  aghaft  ? 

“  O  what  a  root !  O  what  a  branch,  is  here  ! 

«  O  what  a  Father  !  What  a  Family  ! 

«  Worlds !  fyflems  !  and  creations !— And  creations,. 

**  In  one  agglomerated  clufler,  hung, 

“  *  Great  VINE  !  On  Thee,  on  Thee  the  clufler  hangs; 

“  The  filial  clufler  !  infinitely  fpread 

*«  In  glowing  globes,  with  various  being  fraught ; 

“  And  drinks  (nectareous  draught !)  immortal  life. 

Or,  {hall  I  fay  (for  a vho  can  fay  enough  ?) 

A  conftellation  of  ten  thoufand  gems, 

“  (And,  O  !  of  what  dimenfion  !  of  what  weight !) 

“  Set  in  one  Signet ,  flames  on  the  right-hand 
£e  Of  Majesty  Divine  !  The  blaming  Seal , 

That  deeply  fcamps,  on  all  created  mind , 

“  Indelible,  His  fovereign  attributes, 

«  Omnipotence,  and  Love  !  That ,  pafllng  bound  ; 
“  And  This ,  fur  pafllng  That.  Nor  flop  we  Here, 

For  want  of  Powr  in  GOD,  but  Thought  in  Man. 
Ev’n  This  acknowleg’d,  leaves  us  ftill  in  debt ; 
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“  If  Greater  aught,  That  Greater  all  is  Thine, 

*'  Dread  SIRE  ! — 'Accept  this  Miniature  of  Thee  ; 
“  And  pardon  an  Attempt  from  mortal  thought, 

“  In  which  archangels  might  have  fail’d,  unblam’d.” 

How  fuch  ideas  of  th’  A  L  MIGHT  Y’s  Powr,. 
And  fuch  ideas  of  th’  A  L  M  I  G  H  T  Y’s  Plan , 

("Ideas  not  abfurd)  dillend  the  thought 
Of  feeble  mortals  !  Nor  of  them  alone! 

The  fulnefs  of  the  D  E  I T  Y  breaks  forth. 

In  Inconcei<vahles  to  men,  and  gods. 

Think,  then,  O  think  ;  nor  ever  drop  the  thought  j 
How  lonv  mull  Man  defcend,  when  Gods  adore  !— 
Have  I  not,  then,  accomplilh’d  my  proud  boaft  ? 

Did  I  not  tell  thee,  “  *  We  would  mount,  Lorenzo  \ 
“  And  kindle  our  devotion  at  the  Stars  ?" 

And  have  I  fail'd?  And  did  I  fatter  thee  ? 

And  art  all  adamant  ?  And  doll  confute 
All  urg’d,  with  one  irrefragable  Smile  ? 

Lorenzo  !  Mirth  how  miferable  here  ! 

Swear  by  the  Stars,  by  H  I M  who  made  them,  fwear. 
Thy  heart,  henceforth,  fhall  be  as  pure  as  They : 

Then  Thou ,  like  Them ,  {halt  Jhine ;  like  Them ,  {halt  rife 
From  low  to  lofty  ;  from  obfcure  to  bright ; 

By  due  gradation,  Nature's  facred  law. 

The  Stars ,  from  wlfence  ? — Aik  Chaos — He  can  tell. 
Thefe  bright  temptations  to  idolatry, 

From  Darknefs,  and  Confufon ,  took  their  birth  ; 

Sons  of  Deformity  !  From  fluid  dregs 
Tartarean ,  firft  they  rofe  to  mafles  rude  ; 
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And  then,  to  fpheres  opaque  ;  Then  dimly  fhone  ; 
Then  brighten’d  ;  Then  blaz’d  out  in  perfeft  day . 
Nature  delights  in  progrefs  ;  in  advance 
From  worfe  to  better  :  But,  when  Minds  afcend, 
Progrefs,  in  part,  depends  upon  themfelves. 

Heav’n  aids  exertion  ;  Greater  makes  the  Great ; 

The  voluntary  Little  leflens  more. 

O  be  a  Man  !  and  thou  fhalt  be  a  God  f 
And  Half  Self-tnade  ! — Ambition  how  Divine  ! 

O  Thou,  ambitious  of  difgrace  alone  ? 

Still  undevout  ?  unkindled  ?— Tho’  high-taught. 
School’d  by  the  Ikies ;  and  pupil  of  the  liars  ; 

Rank  coward  to  the  fafionable  world! 

Art  thou  afvatnd  to  bend  thy  knee  to  heaven  ? 

Curid  fume  of  pride,  exhal’d  from  deepeft  hell  l 
Pride  in  Religion  is  man’s  higheft  praife. 

Bent  on  deftru&ion  f  and  in  love  with  death  ! 

Not  all  thefe  luminaries,  quench’d  at  once. 

Were  half  fo  fad,  as  one  benighted  mind. 

Which  gropes  for  happinefs,  and  meets  defpair. 

How,  like  a  widow  in  her  weeds,  the  Night, 

Amid  her  glimm’ring  tapers,  filent  fits  ! 

How  forrowful,  how  defolate,  fhe  weeps 
Perpetual  dews,  and  faddens  nature’s  fcene  ? 

A  fcene  more  fad  Sin  makes  the  darken'd  foul. 

All  comfort  kills,  nor  leaves  one  fpark  alive. 

Tho  blind  of  heart,  kill  open  is  thine  eye  * 

Why  fuch  magnificence  in  all  thou  feeft  ? 

Of  Matters  grandeur,  know,  one  end  is  This,, 

To  tell  the  Rationed,  who  gazes  on  it—" 
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Tho1  That  immenfely  Great,  ftill  Greater  He, 

“  Whofe  bread,  capacious,  can  embrace,  and  lodge, 

“  Unburden’d,  nature’s  univerfal  fcheme ; 

“  Can  grafp  Creation  with  a  Jingle  thought; 

“  Creation  grafp;  and  not  exclude  its  SIRE”— 

To  tell  him  farther— “  It  behoves  him  much 
6<  To  guard  th’  important,  yet  depending,  fate 
«  Of  being,  brighter  than  a  thoufand  funs  : 

“  One  Angle  ray  of  Thought  outlhines  them  all.  — 

And  if  man  hears  obedient,  foon  he’ll  foar 
Superior  heights,  and  on  his  purple  wing, 

His  purple  wing  bedrop’d  with  eyes. of  gold, 

Rifmg,  where  Thought  is  now  deny  d  to  rife. 

Look  down  triumphant  on  thefe  dazling  fpheres. 

Why  then  perfiil  ? — No  mortal  ever  liv  d 
But,  dying ,  he  pronounc'd  (when  words  are  true  !) 

The  whole  that  charms  thee,  abfolutely  vain  ; 

Vain,  and  far  v/orfe  ! — Think  Thou,  with  dying  men  ,  ^ 
O  con  dcfcend  to  think  as  angels  think  ! 

O  tolerate  a  chance  for  happinefs  ! 

Our  nature  fuch,  ill  choice  eniures  ill  fate  ; 

And  hell  had  been,  tho’  there  had  been  no  God.  i 

Doft  thou  not  know,  my  new  ailronomer  ! 

Earth,  turning  from  the  Sun,  brings  night  to  man  r  j 
Man,  turning  from  his  God,  brings  endlefs  night  ; 

Where  thou  canfl  read  no  morals ,  lind  no  friend. 

Amend  no  manners,  and  expect  no  peace. 

How  deep  the  darknefs !  and  the  groan,  how  coudl  j 
And  far,  how  far,  from  lambent  are  the  flames  !— 

Such  is  Lorenzo’s  purchafe  !  Such  his  piaife  ! 

The 
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The  proud,  the  politic,  Lorenzo’s  praife  ! 

Tho’  in  his  ear,  and  levelPd  at  his  heart, 

I’ve  half  read  o’er  the  volume  of  the  Ikies. 

For  think  not  thou  haft  heard  all  This  from  me; 

IVly  fong  but  echoes  what  Great  Nature  fpeaks. 

What  has  ftie  fpoken  ?  Thus  the  goddefs  fpoke. 

Thus  fpeaks  for  ever Place,  at  nature’s  head, 

A  fov  reign,  which  o’er  nil  things  rolls  his  eye. 
Extends  his  wing,  promulgates  his  commands, 

“  Bllt>  at>3ve  all,  diffufes  endlefs  good  ; 

“  To  whom,  for  fure  redrefs,  the  wrong'd  may  fly ; 

“  The  vile,  for  mercy;  and  the  pain’d,  for  peace; 

By  whom,  the  various  tenants  of  thefe  fpheres, 

Divei  ii fy  d  in  fortunes,  place,  and  powers, 

Rais'd  in  enjoyment,  as  in  worth  they  rife. 

Arrive  at  length  {if  worthy  fuch  approach) 

At  that  bleft  fountain-head,  from  which  they  ftream  ; 
V\  nejs  conflict  paft  redoubles  prefent  joy  ; 

And  prefent  joy  looks  forward  on  increafe; 

And  That,  on  more  ;  no  period  !  ev’ry  ftep 
A  aouble  boon  !  a  F rotnife,  and  a  BlifsT 
How  eafy  fits  this  fcheme  on  human  hearts  ! 

It  fuits  their  make;  it  fooths  their  vaft  defires ; 

BaJJion  is  pleas  d  ;  and  Reafon  afks  no  more  ; 

Tis  rational  !  ’tis  Great  !— But  what  is  Thine  ? 
it  darkens  !  fhocks  !  excruciates  !  and  confounds  ! 
Leaves  us  quite  naked,  both  of  help,  and  hope, 
Sinking  from  bad  to  worfe  ;  few  years,  the  fport 
Of  Fortune;  then,  the  morfel  of  Defpair. 

Say,  then,  Lorenzo  !  (for  thou  know’ft  it  well) 

What’s 
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What’s  Vice  ? — Mere  want  of  compafs  in  our  thought. 
Religion ,  what  ? — The  proof  of  Common-fenfe ; 

How  art  thou  whooted,  where  the  Leajl  prevails ! 

Is  it  my  fault,  if  thefe  Truths  call  thee  Fool? 

And  thou  (halt  never  be  mifcall'd  by  me. 

Can  neither  Shame ,  nor  Terror ,  ftand  thy  friend  ? 

And  art  thou  JHll  a.n  infedl  in  the  mire  ? 

How,  like  thy  guardian  angel,  have  I  flown ; 

Snatch'd  thee  from  earth ;  efcorted  thee  thro1  all 
Th1  ethereal  armies ;  walkt  thee,  like  a  God, 

Thro1  fplendors  of  firfl  magnitude,  arrang’d 
On  either  hand  ;  clouds  thrown  beneath  thy  feet ; 
Clofe-cruis’d  on  the  bright  paradife  of  God  :; 

And  aim  oft  introduc’d  thee  to  The  Throne  ! 

And  art  thou  ftill  carouftng,  for  delight, 

Rank  poifon  ;  firft,  fermenting  to  mere  froth. 

And  then  fubfiding  into  final  gall? 

To  beings  of  fublime,  immortal  make. 

How  fhocking  is  all  joy,  whofe  end  is  fure  ! 

•Such  joy  more  ftiocking  ftill,  the  more  it  charms  ! 

And  doft  thou  chule  what  ends  ere  well-begun; 

And  infamous,  as  ftiort  ?  And  doft  thou  chufe 
(Thou,  to  whofe  palate  Glory  is  fo  fweet) 

To  wade  into  perdition,  thro1  contempt , 

Not  of  poor  bigots  only,  but  thy  own  ? 

For  I  have  peep’d  into  thy  cover’d  heart. 

And  feen  it  blulh  beneath  a  boaftful  brow  ; 

For,  by  ftrong  guilt’s  moil  violent  aftault, 

Confidence  is  but  difahled,  not  defiroy  d. 

O  thou  moft  Aweful  Being  !  and  moft  Vain ; 

Thy 
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Thy  will,  how  frail !  how  glorious  is  thy  power'! 

Tho’  dread  Eternity  has  Town  her  feeds 
Of  blifs,  and  woe,  in  thy  defpotic  breaft  ; 

Tho’  heav’n,  and  hell,  depend  upon  thy  choice  ; 

A  butterfly  conies  crofs,  and  both  are  fled. 

Is  This  the  pidture  of  a  rational  ? 

This  horrid  image,  fliall  it  be  moil  juft  ? 

Torenzo  !  No  :  It  cannot,— -fhall  not,  be. 

If  there  is  force  in  Reafon ;  or,  in  Sounds 
Chanted  beneath  the  glimpfes  of  the  moon, 

A  magic,  at  this  planetary  hour. 

When  /lumber  locks  the  gen’ral  lip,  and  dreams 
Thro’  fenfelefs  mazes  hunt  fouls  un-infpird. 

Attend— The  facred  mylleries  begin - . 

|My  folemn  Night-born  adjuration  hear; 

Hear,  and  I'll  raife  thy  fpirit  from  the  duft  ; 

While  the  ficus  gaze  on  this  inchantment  new  ; 
ilnchantment,  not  Infernal,  but  Divine  ! 

“  25V  Silence ,  Death’s  peculiar  attribute; 

“  23p  Darknfs ,  Guilt’s  inevitable  doom  ; 

25p  Darlinefs ,  and  by  Silence ,  lifters  dread  ! 

|“  That  draw  the  curtain  round  Night’s  ebon  throne. 
And  raife  ideas,  folemn  as  the  feene  ! 


N  I  G  H  I ,  and  all  of  aweful,  Night  prefents 
To  Thought ,  or  Serifs  (of  avveful  much,  to  both, 

V  The  goddefs  brings) !  Thefe  her  trembling  Fires, 
Like  Vesta’s,  ever-burning;  and,  like  hers. 


Sacred  to  thoughts  immaculate,  and  pure  ! 

Idp  thefe  bright  orators,  that  prove,  and  praife. 
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“  And  prefs  thee  to  revere,  the  DEITY  ; 

“  Perhaps,  too,  aid  thee,  when  rever’d  awhile, 

**  To  reach  his  throne ;  as  Jiages  of  the  foul, 

*«  Thro’  which,  at  diff’rent  periods,  fhe  fhall  pafs. 
Refining  gradual,  for  her  final  height, 

“  And  purging  off  fome  drofs  at  ev’ry  fpherel 
«  2£p  this  dark  pall  thrown  o’er  the  filent  world  ! 

“  p  the  world’s  kings,  and  kingdoms,  moll  renovvn’d, 

“  From  fhort  ambition’s  zenith  fet  for  ever  ; 

«*  Sad  prefage  to  vain  boaflers,  now  in  bloom  ? 

**  the  long  lift  of  fwift  mortality, 

“  From  Adam  downward  to  this  ev’ning  knell, 

“  Which  midnight  waves  infancy's  ftartled  eye; 

“  And  fhocks  her  with  an  hundred  centuries, 

“  Round^r^'sblack  banner  throng’d,in  human  thought  I 
“  thoufands,  «o-zu,  refigning  their  lafl  breath, 
a  And  cajling  thee — wert  thou  fo  wife  to  hear  ; 
a  25p  tombs  o’er  tombs  arifing  ;  human  earth 
«<  Ejetted,  to  make  room  for — human  earth  ; 

«c  The  monarch’s  terror !  and  the  fexton’s  trade! 

“  T5V  pompous  obfequies  that  fhun  the  day, 

“  T  he  torch  funereal,  and  the  nodding  plume , 

<(  Which  makes  poor  man’s  humiliation  proud  ; 
it  Boaft  of  our  ruin  !  triumph  of  our  dujl! 
a  jfcp  the  damp  vault  that  weeps  o'er  royal  bones ; 
a  And  the  pale  lamp  that  fhews  the  ghaftly  dead, 

‘c  More  ghaftly,  through  the  thick  incumbent  gloom  ! 
a  23p  vifits  (if  there  are)  from  darker  feenes. 

The  gliding  fpe&re  !  and  the  groaning  grove? 

«  BP 
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u  1 5p  groans,  and  graves,  and  miferies  that  groan 
‘  For  the  grave’s  fhelter  !  defponding  men, 
k“‘  Senfelefs  to  pains  of  death,  from  pangs  of  guilt? 
*i  guilt’s  lafi  audit !  15  P  yon  moon  in  blood. 

The  rocking  firmament,  the  falling  fiars, 
u  And  thunder’s  laft  difcharge,  great  nature’s  knell? 
‘  Second  chaos ;  and  Eternal  night" — 

Be  wise — Nor  let  Philander  blame  my  charm ; 

» 

But  own  not  ill  difcharg’d  my  double  debt, 

Zcve  to  the  living ;  duty  to  the  dead. 

For  know  I’m  but  executor;  he  left 
This  moral  legacy  ;  /  make  it  o’er 
By  his  command  ;  Philander  hear  in  me; 

And  heav’n  in  both. - If  deaf  to  thefe.  Oh  ?  hear 

Fi  orello’s  tender  voice;  his  weal  depends 
On  thy  refolve  ;  it  trembles  at  thy  choice; 

For  his  fake — love  thyfelf:  example  fir  ikes 
All  human  hearts  ;  a  had  example  more  ; 

V! ore  ftill  a  Father’s ;  that  enfures  his  ruin. 

As  parent  of  his  being,  vvouldft  thou  prove 
Fh’  unnatural  parent  of  his  miferies, 

And  make  him  cuile  the  being  which  thou  gav’il  f 
.s  this  the  blefiing  of  fo  fond  a  father  ? 

T  carelefs  of  Lorenzo!  fpare,  Oh!  fpare 
"'lorello’s  father,  and  Philander’s  friend? 
IFlorello’s  father  ruin'd,  ruins  Him; 

And  from  Phi  lander's  friend  the  world  expects 
A  conduit,  no  dilhonour  to  the  dead. 

Let  pajJiQ?i  do,  what  nobler  motive  fhould  ; 
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Let  love,  and  emulation ,  rife  in  aid 
To  reafon  ;  and  perfuade  thee  to  be — bleft. 

This  Teems  not  a  requeft  to  be  deny’d; 

Yet  (fuch  th’  infatuation  of  mankind!) 

’Tis  the  mod  hopelefs,  man  can  make  to  man. 

Shall  I,  then  rife,  in  argument,  and  warmth  ? 

And  urge  Philander’s  pofthumous  advice, 

From  topics  yet  unbroach’d  ? - 

But  Oh  !  I  faint !  My  fpirits  fail !— Nor  ftrange  ! 

So  long  on  wing,  and  in  no  middle  clime  ! 

To  which  my  great  Creator’s  glory  call’d  : 

And  calls — but,  now,  in  vain.  Sleep's  dewy  wand 
Has  ftrok’d  my  drooping  lids,  and  promifes 
My  long  arrear  of  reft  ;  the  downy  god 
(Wont  to  return  with  our  returning  peace) 

Will  pay ,  ere-long,  and  blefs  me  with  repoie. 

Hafte,  hafte,  fweet  ftranger  !  from  the  peafant's  cot. 
The  {hip-boy’s  hammock,  or  the  foldier’s  draw. 
Whence  forrow  never  chas’d  thee  ;  with  thee  bring. 
Not  hideous  vifions,  as  of  late  ;  but  draughts 
Delicious  of  well-tafted,  cordial,  reft; 

Man’s  rich  reftorative;  his  balmy  bath. 

That  fupples,  lubricates,  and  keeps  in  play 
The  various  movements  of  this  nice  machine. 

Which  alks  fuch  frequent  periods  of  repair. 

When  tir’d  with  vain  rotations  of  the  day, 

Sleep  winds  us  up  for  the  fucceeding  dawn  ; 

Freih  we  fpin  on5  till  ftcknefs  clogs  our  wheels. 

Of  death  quite  breaks  the  fpring,  and  motion  ends. 
When  will  it  end  with  me  l 
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J.  hou  only  know’ll. 

Thou,  whofe  broad  eye  the  future ,  and  the  paf. 
Joins  to  the  prefent ;  making  one  of  three 
To  mortal  thought!  Thou  know’ll,  and  Thou  alone* 
All-knowing! — All-unknown  ! — And  yet  well-known! 
Near,  tho’  remote  !  and,  tho’  unfathom’d,  felt ! 

And,  tho’  inviftble,  for  ever  feen  ! 

And  feen  in  all !  the  great ,  and  the  minute  : 

Each  globe  above,  with  its  gigantic  race. 

Each  flow’r,  each  leaf,  with  its  fmall  people  fwarm’d> 
(  Fhofe  puny  vouchers  of  Omnipotence  !) 

To  the  firil  thought,  thatalks,  “  F rim  whence  f  ’  ’  declare 
Their  common  fource.  Thou  Fountain,  running  o'er 
In  rivers  of  communicated  joy  ! 

Who  gav’ll  us  fpeech  for  far,  far  humbler  themes ! 
Say,  by  what  name  lhall  I  prefume  to  call 
Him  I  fee  burning  in  thefe  countlefs  funs. 

As  Mofes ,  in  the  hujh  ?  Illustrious  Mind  ! 

The  whole  creation,  lefs,  far  lefs,  to  Thee, 

Than  that  to  the  creation’s  ample  round. 

How  lhall  I  name  Fhee  ? — How  my  labouring  foul 
Heaves  underneath  the  thought,  too  big  for  birth  ! 

“  'orreat  Syllem  of  perfedtions  !  Mighty  Caufe 
Of  caufes  mighty  !  Caufe  uncaus’d  !  Sole  Root 
Of  nature ,  that  luxuriant  growth  of  G  O  D  1 
Firft  Father  of  ejf'effs !  that  progeny 
Of  endlefs  feries  j  where  the  golden  chain’s 
Laft  link  admits  a  period,  who  can  tell  ? 

F ather  of  all  that  is  or  heard,  or  hears ! 
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* <  pather  of  all  that  is  or  feen,  or  fees ! 

“  Father  of  all  that  is,  or  Jh all  arife  ! 

«<  Father  of  this  immeafurable  mafs 
«  Of  matter  multiform;  or  denfe,  or  rare; 

V*  Opaque,  or  lucid  ;  rapid,  or  at  reft  ; 

•<<  Minute,  or  palling  bound  !  in  each  extreme 
“  Of  like  amaze,  and  myftery,  to  man. 

.<  Father  of  thefe  bright  millions  of  the  night  l 
o  Of  which  the  leaft  full  Godhead  had  proclaim'd, 

“  And  thrown  the  gazer  on  his  knee— Or,  fay, 

“  Is  appellation  higher  Hill,  Thy  choice  ? 

“  Father  of  matter  s  temporary  lords! 

“  Father  of  fpriis  !  nobler  offspring  !  fparks 
“  Of  high  paternal  glory  ;  rich  endow’d 
a  with  various  meafures,  and  with  various  modes 
4<  Of  inJUnSt,  reafon ,  intuition  ;  beams 
«  More  pale,  or  bright  from  day  divine,  to  break 
<<  Tim  dark  of  matter  organiz'd  (the  ware 
“  Of  all  treated  fpiric)  ;  beams,  that  rife 
<»  Each  over  other  in  fupericr  l  ght, 

“  Till  the  laft  ripens  into  luftre  ilrong, 

«*  of  next  approach  to  Godhead.  Father  fond 
..  (Far  fonder  than  e'er  bore  that  name  on  earth) 

««  Of  intellectual  beings !  beings  bleft 

With  pow’rs  to  pleafe  Thee  ;  not  of  paffive  ply 
“  To  laws  they  know  not ;  beings  lodg’d  in  feats 
“  Of  well-adapted  joys,  in  different  domes 
“  Of  this  imperial  palace  for  thy  fons ;  ^ 

“  Of  this  proud,  populous,  welhpollcy’d> 

“  Though 


79 


The  Consolation. 

“  Though  boundlefs  habitation,  plann’d  by  Thee  : 

“  Whofe  feveral  clans  their  feveral  climates  fuit; 

And  tranfpofition,  doubtlefs,  would  deftroy. 

“  Or,  Oh  !  indulge,  immortal  King,  indulge 
“  A  title,  lefs  auguft  indeed,  but  more 
j  4‘  Endearing ;  ah  !  how  fweet  in  human  cars  ! 

“  Sweet  in  our  ears,  and  triumph  in  our  hearts ! 

“  Father  of  immortality  to  man  ! 

“  A  theme  that  *  lately  fet  my  foul  on  fire — 
t(  And  T hou  the  Next  !  yet  Equal !  Thou,  by  whom 
“  That  biefling  was  convey’d  j  far  more  !  was  bought  ; 
“  Ineffable  the  price  !  by  whom  all  worlds 
“  Were  made  ;  and  one,  redeem’d  !  illuftrious  Light 
From  Light  illuftrious  f  Thou,  whofe  regal  power, 
44  Finite  in  time ,  but  infinite  in  /pace , 

“  On  more  than  adamantine  bafis  fix’d, 

“  O’er  more,  far  more,  than  diadems,  and  thrones, 

“  Inviolably  reigns;  the  Dread  of  gods  ! 

“  And  Oh  !  the  Friend  of  man  !  beneath  whofe  foot, 

!“  And  by  the  mandate  of  whofe  aweful  nod, 

“  All  regions,  revolutions,  fortunes,  fates, 

“  Of  high,  of  low,  of  mind,  and  matter,  roll 
jl{£  Thro’  the  fhort  chanels  of  expiring  time, 

;  Or  fhorelefs  ocean  of  eternity, 

“  Calm,  or  tempeftuous  (as  thy  Spirit  breathes). 

In  abfolute  fubje&ion  ! — And,  O  Thou 
The  glorious  Third  !  Diftindl,  not  feparate  ! 
Beaming  from  Both  !  with  Both  incorporate  ; 

“  And  (ftrange  to  tell !)  incorporate  with  dull ! 

*  Nights  the  Sixth  and  Seventh, 
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“  By  condefcention,  as  Thy  glory,  great, 

Enfhrin’d  in  man  !  Of  human  hearts,  if  pure, 

Divine  inhabitant !  The  tie  divine 
*(  Of  heav’n  with  diilant  earth  !  by  whom,  T  truil, 

“  (If  notinfpir’d)  uncenfur’d  this  addrefs 

44  To  Thee, to  Them— *To  whom  ? — Myfterious  Pt>wer! 

«  Reveal’d— yet  unreveal’d  !  Darknefs  in  light; 
il  Number  in  unity  !  our  Joy  !  our  Dread  ! 

“  The  Triple  Bolt  that  lays  all  wrong  in  ruin  ! 

•*  That  animates  all  right,  the  Triple  Sun  ! 

“  Sun  of  the  foul  !  her  never-fetting  fun  ! 

“  Triune,  Unutterable,  Unconceiv’d, 
u  Abfconding,  yet  Demonflrable,  Great  God  1 
“•Greater  than  Greatefx  !  Better  than  the  Beil ! 

«  Kinder  than  Kindefl  !  with  foft  pity' s  eye. 

Or  (ilronger  hill  to  fpeak  it)  with  Thine  Own, 

*(  From  Thy  bright  home,  from  that  high  Firmament* 

«  Where  Thou,  from  all  eternity,  hail  dwelt  ; 

“  Beyond  archangels  unaiTifted  ken ; 

“  From  far  above  what  mortals  higheft  call  ; 

“  From  elevation  s  pinacle  ;  look  down, 

“  Through— What  ?  Confounding  interval !  Thro' all, 

“  And  more,  than  lab'ring/^ry  can  conceive  ? 

«  Through  radiant  ranks  of  efiences  unknown  ; 
n  Through  hierarchies  from  hierarchies  detach’d 
n  Round  various  banners  of  Omnipotence, 
tt  With  endlefs  change  of  rapturous  duties  fir  d  ; 

“  Thro’  wond’rous  beings  interpofmg  fvvarms. 

All  cluttering  at  the  call,  to  dwell  in  Thee  ; 

“  Through 
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6t  Through  this  wide  wafte  of  worlds !  this  *vifia  vaft, 

“  All  fanded  o’er  with  funs;  funs  turn’d  to  night 
i{  Before  thy  feebleft  beam — 'Look  down — down — down, 
“  On  a  poor  breathing  -particle  in  dull, 

“  Or,  lower,  an  immortal  in  his  crimes. 

“  His  crimes  forgive  I  forgive  his  virtues,  too  ? 

“  Thofe  fmaller  faults,  half-converts  to  the  right. 

“  Nor  let  me  clofe  thefe  eyes,  which  never  more 
“  May  fee  the  fun  (though  night’s  defcending  fcale 
“  Now  weighs  up  morn),  unpity’d,  and  unbleft  ! 

44  In  Thy  difpleafure  dwells  eternal  pain  ; 

Pain,  our  averfion ;  pain,  which  ftrikes  me  ww  y 
«  And,  fince  all  pain  is  terrible  to  man, 

“  Though  tranfient,  terrible  ;  at  Thy  good  hour, 

“  Gently,  ah  gently,  lay  me  in  my  bed, 

“My  clay -cold  bed  l  by  nature,  now,  fonear; 

44  By  nature,  near ;  ftill  nearer  by  difeafe  ! 

44  Till  then,  be  this ,  an  emblem  of  my  grave : 

“  Let  itout-preach  the  preacher ;  ev'ry  night 
“  Let  it  out-cry  the  boy  at  Philip’s  ear  y 
u  That  tongue  of  death  !  that  herald  of  the  tomb? 

“  And  when  (the  (helter  of  thy  wing  implor’d) 

«  M y  fnfesy  footh’d,  fhall  fmk  in  foft  repofe, 

“  O  fink  this  truth  ftill  deeper  in  my  foul, 

“  Suggefted  by  my  pillow,  fign’d  by  fater 
14  Firft,  in  fate' s  volume,  at  the  page  of  man — 

44  Mans  Jickly  foul ,  though  turn  d  and  tofs'd  for  ever# 

44  From  fde  to  fide ,  can  reft  on  nought  but  Thee: 
Here,  in  full  truft,  hereafter ,  in  full  joy  ; 

£  5-  *  O; 
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“  On  Thee,  the  promis’d  fure,  eternal  down 
“  Of  ipirits,  toil’d  in  travel  through  this  vale. 

Nor  of  that  pillow  lhall  my  foul  defpond; 

“  For — Love  almighty  !  Love  almighty  !  (fingr 
4*  Exult,  creation!)  Love  almighty,  reigns! 

“  That  death  of  death  l  that  cordial  of  defpair! 

Ci  And. loud  Eternity’s  triumphant  fong  ! 

“  Of  whom,  no  more: — For,  O  Thou Patron*Goe>  ! 
“  Thou  God  and  Mortal !  Thence  more  God  to  man  1 
“  Man’s  theme  eternal !  man’s  eternal  theme  ! 

“  Thou  can’d  not  ‘fcape  uninjur  d  from  our  praife , 

“  U.ninjur’d  from  our  praife  can  He  efcape, 

“  Who,  difembofom’d  from  the  Father,  bows 
“  The  heav’n  of  heav’ns,  to  kifs  the  diflant  earth ! 

**  Breathes  out  in  agonies  a  finlefs  foul ! 

M  Againft  the  Crofs>  Death's  iron  fceptre  breaks ! 

“  From  famifti’d  ruin  plucks  her  human  prey  ! 
u  Throws  wide  the  gates  celedial  to  his  foes  ! 

“  Their  gratitude  for  fuch  a  boundlefs  debt, 

<£  Deputes  their  fuff  ring  brothers  to  receive! 

“  And,  if  deep  human  guilt  in  payment  fails  j. 

As  deeper  guilt  prohibits  our  defpair  l  • 

<f  Injoins  it,  as  our  duty,  to  rejoice  t 

“  And  (to  clofe  all)  omnipotently  kinck 

f(  *  Hakes  his  delights  among  the  fans  of  mend'  [heav’n  ? 

What  words  are  thefe— And  did  they  come  from 
And  were  they  fpoke  to  man  ?  to  guilty  man  l, 

Wh^t  are  all  myderies  to  love  like  this  ? 

4 
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The  long  of  angels,  all  the  melodies 
Of  choral  gods,  are  wafted  in  the  found  ; 

Heal  and  exhilarate  the  broken  heart. 

Though  plung’d,  before,  in  horrors  dark  as  night: 

Rich  prelibation  of  corfusnmate  joy ! 

I  Nor  wait  we  diffolution  to  be  bleft. 

This  final  effort  of  the  moral  mufe. 

How  juftly  *  titled  l  Nor  for  me  alone  ; 
i  For  all  that  read  ;  what  fpirit  of  fupport, 

What  heights  of  Consolation,  crown  my  fong  ! 

Then,  farewel  NIGHT !  Of  darknefs,  now,  no  more*- 
Joy  breaks ;  Ihines ;  triumphs ;  ’tis  eternal  day. 

Shall  that  which  rifes  out  of  nought  complain. 

Of  a  few  evils,  paid  with  endlefs  joys  ? 

My  foul !  henceforth,  in  fweeteft  union  join 
The  two  fupports  of  human  happinefs, 

Which  fome,  erroneous,  think  can  never  meet; 

True  tap  of  life ,  and  conflant  thought  of  death  f 
The  thought  of  death,  foie  vi&or  of  its  dread  t 
Hope  be  thy  joy  j  and  probity  thy  fill ; 

Thy  patron  He,  whofe  diadem  has  dropp  d 
Yon  gems  of  heav’n  ;  Eternity*  thy  prize : 

And  leave  the  racers  of  the  world  thsir  own, 

Their  feather,  and  their  froth,  for  endlefs  toils: 

They  part  with  all  for  that  which  is  not  bread ; 

They  mortify,  they  ftarve,  on  wealth,  fame,  power ; 
And  laugh  to  fcorn  the  fools  that  aim  at  more. 

How  muff  a  fpirit,  late  efcap'd  from  earth. 
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Suppofe  Philander’s,  Lucia’s,  or  Narcissa’s, 

Thu  truth  of  things  new- blazing  in  its  eye, 

Look  back,  aftonifh’d  on  the  ways  of  men, 

Whofe  lives  whole  drift  is  to  forget  their  graves  ! 

And  when  our  prefent  -privilege  is  pall. 

To  fcourge  us  with  due  fenfe  of  its  abufe , 

The  fame  aftonilhment  will  feize  us  all. 

What  then  mull  pain  us,  would  preferve  us  now, 
Lorenzo  !  ’tis  not  yet  too  late:  Lorenzo  ! 

Seize  wifdom,  ere  ’tis  torment  to  be  wife  ; 

That  is,  feize  wifdom ,  ere  (he  feizes  thee. 

For,  what,  my  fm all  philo fopher  !  is  hell  ? 

’Tis  nothing  but  full  knowlege  of  the  truthy 
When  truths  refilled  long,  is  fworn  our  foe  v 
And  calls  Eternity  to  do  her  right. 

Thus,  darknefs  aiding  intelle&ual  light. 

And  facred  filence  w’hifp’ring  truths  divine. 

And  truths  divine  converting  pain  to  peace* 

My  fong  the  midnight  raven  has  outvving’d, 

And  fhot,  ambitious  of  unbounded  fcenes, 

Beyond  the  flaming  limits  of  the  world, 

Her  gloomy  flight.  But  what  avails  the  flight 
Of  fancy ,  when  our  hearts  remain  below  ? 

Virtue  abounds  in  flatterers,  and  foes ; 

’Tis  pride,  to  praife  her;  penance,  to  perform. 

T 0  more  than  words,  to  more  than  worth  of  tongue, 
Lorenzo  !  rife,  at  this  aufpicious  hour; 

An  hour,  when  heav’n’s  moll  intimate  with  man. 
When,  like  a  falling  liar,  the  ray  divine 
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Glides  fwift  into  the  bofom  of  th t  jujl ; 

And  juft  are  all,  determin'd  to  reclaim  ; 

Which  fets  that  title  high  within  thy  reach. 
Awake,  then  :  thy  Philander  calls :  awake  f 
Thou,  who  fhalt  wake,  when  the  creation  ileeps 
When,  like  a  taper,  all  thefe  funs  expire ; 

When  Time,  like  him  of  Gaza  in  his  wrath. 
Plucking  the  pillars  that  fupport  the  world. 

In  Nature’s  ample  ruins  lies  intomb’d ; 

And  Midnight,  Unwerfal Midnight !  reigns. 


END  of  the  Night-Thoughts. 
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TO  THE 


Lady  ****** 


Madam, 

Your  Ladyfhip’s  character  is  fo  well 
known,  that  the  public  would  blame 
me,  if  I  prefented  not  thefe  papers  to  You, 
who  can  fo  readily  put  them  into  the  hands 
of  thole  who  want  them  moll. 

You  will,  probably,  alk,  why  The  Cen¬ 
taur  is  prefix’d  as  a  title  to  them.  The  men 
of  plea fur  e,  the  licentious,  and  profligate,  are 
the  fubject  of  thefe  letters ;  and  in  fuch,  as  in 
the  fabled  Centaur,  the  Irute  runs  away  with 
the  man :  therefore  I  call  them  Centaurs. 
And  farther,  I  call  them  Centaurs  not  fabu¬ 
lous,  becaufe  by  their  fcarce  half-human  con- 
dud):,  and  character,  that  enigmatical,  and 
purely  ideal  figure  of  the  antients,  is  not  un¬ 
riddled  only,  but  realized. 

Your 


92 


The  Dedication. 


1 1 


Your  ladyfhip’s  curiofity  is  great ;  and  you, 
pofiibly,  are  willing  to  know  what  account 
antiquity  gives  of  the  family,  or  rather  breed, 
of  the  Centaurs.  It  is  as  follows. 


Of  the  Centaurs  the  mod  celebrated  was 
Chiron.  He  was  a  great  botamd ;  and  our 
bitter  herb  Centory  takes  its  name  from  him. 
He  thought  ail  herbs  bitter,  becaufe  being 
very  amorous,  he  could  not  find  any  amongd 
them,  that  could  abate  the  fever  in  his  blood : 
and  he  left  a  complaint  in  the  greek  language 
to  that  purpofe  ;  which  Ovid,  fick  of  the  fame 
difeafe,  has  tranflated,  and  tranfmitted  to  pof- 
terity  in  his  works. 

But  he  was  not  only  a  botanifl,  but  a  great 
mailer  of  mufic :  he  compofed  an  exquifite 
piece  of  harmony  for  young  Achilles  his  pu¬ 
pil,  which  charm’d  Deidamia  to  his  embraces ; 
by  whom  he  had  Pyrrhus,  in  the  court  of  her 
father  Nicomedes,  a  little  before  he  dropp’d 
his  petticoats,,  and  put  on  his  boots  for  the 
Trojan  war.  But  what  will  endear  to  your 
ladylliip  Chiron’s  memory  beyond  any  the 
mod  renown’d  in  dory,  is,  that  he  was  not 

only 
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only  the  venerable  father  of  Operas,  but 
was  alfo  the  fon  of  a  Masqjjerade;  the 
very  firfl:  of  thofe  numerous  fons,  with  which 
that  prolific  entertainment  has  fince  multiply’d 
mankind. 

It  happen’d  thus :  Saturn,  falfe  to  his 
good  wife  Ops,  had  an  intrigue  with  Phil- 
lyra.  Seeing,  one  day,  his  injured  fpoufe 
coming  to  difturb  their  intimacy,  for  efcape, 
he  turn’d  himfelf  into  a  Horse  ;  which  oc- 
cafioned  the  noble  equeftrian  figure  of  Chiron, 
his  fon. 

This,  madam,  was  the  very  firft  of  Mas¬ 
querades,  You  fee  the  virtuous  occafion, 
and  the  laudable  fruits  of  it.  Jupiter’s  maf- 
querading  in  the  form  of  a  Bull,  was  long 
after.  Europe  takes  its  name  from  Europa, 
with  whom  he  ran  away  in  that  lhape.  And 
your  friend  Clodius  fays,  that,  probably,  we 
celebrate  Horned  Masquerades  in. 
memory  of  it.  This  is  the  recorded  origin  of 
that  nodturnal  afiembly ;  and,  indeed,  it  is 
evident  to  common  fen fe,  that  the  mafqueradc 

had 
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had  never  exifted,  but  for  its  then  accidental, 
and  faux  eftablifh’d,  fubferviency  to  love. 

Thefe,  you  will  fay,  are  wild  fables ;  but 
they  are  not  without  their  morals.  _  This 
fable  of  Saturn  and  Ops  means,  that,  jealous 
Conscience,  the  foul’s  lawful  wife,  will 
ever  difturb  licentious  pleafure  *,  and  that  there 
is  no  means  of  efcaping  the  perfection,  but 
by  becoming  quite  brutal  in  it.  1  his,  and  t  re 
following  explanations  of  the  myftical  part  o 
antiquity  have  been  overlook’d  by  former 
commentators,  though  Bacon  was  among 

them. 

There  is  a  fecond  moral  in  the  prefent 
fable.  Chiron,  madam,  was  a  man ,  as 
much,  I  mean,  as  the  gayer  part  of  your 
acquaintance.  Why  then  is  he  reprefented  as 
a  Centaur  ?  For  two  reafons.  He  was,  as  I 
have  faid  before,  the  fon  of  Saturn  •,  and  a 
very  lewd  old  fellow.  Reprefenting  him  as  a 
Centaur,  fignifies,  that  beings  of  ongm  tndy 
celeftial,  may  debafe  their  nature  forfeit  then 
character,  and  fink  themfelves,  by  l.centioui- 
nefs,  into  perfeft  beads.  Secondlyj 
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Secondly,  it  fignifies,  that  the  reft  of  the 
fpecies,  the  fober  part  of  mankind,  prejudic'd 
by  the  abandon’d  manners  of  fuch  men,  may 
naturally  imagine ,  that  they  hear  them  neigh¬ 
ing  after  their  wives  and  daughters ;  gallop¬ 
ing  with  more  than  human  hafte  after  temp¬ 
tations  5  and,  therefore,  rather  infolently 
prancing  on  four  legs,  than  decently  content 
with  two.  This  probably,  is  the  meaning : 
firft,  becaufe  prejudice  greatly  hurts  our  dif- 
cernment,  and  transforms  objects  exceedingly. 
Secondly,  becaufe  all  allow  that  a  Centaur  is 
a  mere  creature  of  the  imagination. 

But  though  Chiron  was  the  moft  celebrated, 
yet  was  he  not  the  moft  antient,  of  our  mytho¬ 
logical  cavalry.  I  x  i  o  n  was  a  primitive  man 
of  pleafure  ;  a  gallant  of  Juno,  and  much  in 
favour.  Jupiter,  lefs  in  his  intereft,  inter¬ 
pos’d  a  cloud  in  her  ftead,  which  not  long 
after  was  brought  to  bed  of  the  firft  Centaurs. 
From  that  hour  Juno  commenc’d  a  fcojd  \ 
and  in  that  character  Virgil  makes  her  fwear, 
that  if  fhe  can’t  find  friends  in  heaven,  fhe 
will  ranfack  hell  for  them. 

The 
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The  amour  of  Ixion  imports,  the  great 
height  of  our  expectation,  and  as  great  depth 
of  our  difappointment,  in  illicit  love.  And 
|  up  i  t  e  r’s  interpofing  the  cloud,  intimates, 
that  heaven  decrees  this  difappointment ;  and 
that  therefore  it  is  madnefs  to  flatter  ourfelves 
with  hopes  of  the  contrary.  The  fable  would 
farther  teach  us,  that  our  imagination,  fir’d 
by  paflion,  impofes  not  only  on  our  under- 
ftandings,  but  our  very  fetifes which  take 
clouds  for  goddeffes;  and  adore  darknefs,  as 
divine. 

You  fee,  madam,  diat  gallantry  is  heredi¬ 
tary  in  this  illuftrious  houfe^  I  ihould  fay 
Stable  :  that  therefore  continence  may  be 
conftrued  as  an  argument  of  baftardy.  Who 
then  can  blame  your  gay  friends  for  being  loth 
to  be  baftardiz’d,  and  difinherited  ;  to  lofe 
honour,  patrimony,  and  rniftrefs,  together  ? 

They  keep  clear  of  this  imputation :  but 
there  is  one  particular,  that  fpeaks  not  fo 
much  in  their  favour  *  but  rather  calls  their 
legitimacy  in  queftion.  How  comes  it  to  pafs 
that  the  pofterity  of  cloud-begotten  Sires, 
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fliould  be  fo  cloudlefs  a  generation,  that  not 
one  fpot  of  Stupidity  can  be  found  about 
them  ? 


But  though  fpotlefs  in  this  point*  they  are 
not  fo  in  another ;  which  may  fet  all  right 
again.  Deianira,  as  a  charm  to  regain 
the  love  of  her  hufband  Hercules,  who 
was  gone  aftray  after  Omphale,  queen  of 
Lydia,  fent  him  a  fhirt  dipp’d  in  the  blood  of 
the  Centaur  Nessus.  But  inftead  of  anfwer- 
ing  her  honeft  end,  it  gave  him  a  diftemper 
fo  virulent,  that  it  prov’d  mortal.  To  ba¬ 
lance  the  difad  vantage  above,  feme  fay,  this 
diftemper,  at  certain  feafons,  ftill  runs  in  his 
race.  Others  rob  our  modern  Centaurs  of  that 
credit*,  imputing  their  diforder  to  another 
caufe.  And  indeed,  the  prelent  ftory  tells  us, 
that  ladies  may  convey  fomewhat  elfe,  when 
they  mean  only  to  make  a  prefent  of  their 
love. 


But  werje  than  diftemper  is  to  be  feared. 
You  know,  madam,  Ixion’s  remarkable  pu- 
ni foment ;  but  probably,  not  the  full  import 
of  it.  Jupiter,  for  the  father’s  fake,  detefting 
his  whole  pofterity ,  defign’d  Ixion’s  wheel, 
"V  o  l*  IV ,  F  not 
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not  only  as  an  emblem  of  their  endlefs  rota¬ 
tion  in  unaltered  circles  of  prefent  pleafures ; 
but  alfo,  as  a  prophecy  of  their  future  pains ; 
and  an  exact  reprefentation  of  that  rack , 
which,  prudes  fay,  they  deferve  for  their 

family-feats. 

And  now,  madam,  all  things  confidered, 
have  I  named  them  wrong  ?  I  have  named 
them,  as  moft  men  of  antient  renown  were, 
from  their  perfonal  qualities  and  exploits.  If 
you  ftill  think  me  to  blame,  I  flatter  myfelf 
you  will  change  your  mind,  when  you  have 
read  the  letters  following. 

This  addrefs  to  your  ladyfhip,  will  my 
fober  readers  fay,  is  itfelf  a  Centaur  of  the 
Pegafean  kind,  in  which  the  untamed  imagi¬ 
nation  has  too  much  run  away  with  the  judg¬ 
ment,  and  carried  it  to  enormous  heights.  It 
your  ladyfhip  will  venture,  however,  to  be  my 
fellow-traveller,  I  promife  to  carry  you  fafely 
to  an  eminence  in  Fairy-land,  from  whence 
you  fhall  furvey  the  moft  furpnfing  and 
amufing  fcene.  To  comply  with  your  tafte, 
it  fhall  even  be  a  ludicrous  one.  Your  favour¬ 
ite  Centaurs  fhall  be  permitted  to  intrude  even 

into 
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|  into  the  moft  folemn  groves  of  facred  medi¬ 
tation.  Their  grotefque  figures  lhall  continual¬ 
ly  meet  your  eye,  where  you  the  lead  expedl* 
and  where  the  fevered  critic,  and  the  prude 
(all  but  Centaureffes  are  prudes  with  you)  will 
be  mod  fcandalized  to  find  them. 

As  a  pledge  of  this  promife,  accept  of  my 
frontifpiece.  It  offers  a  fiketch  which  your 
ladyfhip,  who  know  our  Centaurs  fecret  ac- 
complifhments  better  than  I  do,  may  employ 
a  better  hand  to  perfeft. 

The  datues  of  the  renown’d  are  fet  up  in 
public,  to  kindle  honed  emulation.  In  mod 
antient  fchools  of  wifdom  were  the  buds,  or 
portraits  of  the  wife.  What,  madam,  if,  for 
your  modern  academy,  Hogarth  fhould  draw 
a  Centaur,  not,  as  ufual,  with  his  bow  and 
arrow,  but  (what  will  hit  my  mark  as  well) 
with  Harlequin’s  fabre  by  his  fide  ;  in  a  par- 
ty-colour’d  jacket  of  pi&ur’d  cards,  a  band  of 
mufic  before,  a  Scaramouch-demon  behind 
him ;  a  weathercock  on  his  head,  a  rattle  in 
his  hand,  the  decalogue  under  his  feet;  and, 

!'  for  the  benefit  of  your  fcholars,  a  label  out  of 
his  mouth*  infcrib’d,  as  was  the  temple  of 
!  F  2  Apollo, 
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i 
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Apollo,  with  r v*3n  tectvJSv,  in  letters  of  gold 
fin  me,  Know  thyfelf] ;  they,  your  Icholars 
will  take  it  in  the  true  philofophic  fenfe,  and 
wonder  how  it  came  into  the  month  of  fo  ridi¬ 
culous,  and,  to  them,  fo  foreign,  a  monfter. 


As  your  ladylhip’s  affembly,  of  all  our 
hyppodromes  is  the  moft  renown’d  I  hope 
vou  will  favourably  accept  the  whollome  pro- 
vender  I  fend  you.  It  is  ot  an  anti-circean 
nature  ;  and  may,  poffibly,  turn  your  mon- 
flers  into  men. 


But  I  detain  you  :  it  is  Sunday  night; 
and  I  hear  a  whole  firing  of  your  high-bred, 

unbridled,  colts  coming  in  full  career;  with 

a  blaze  in  their  foreheads,  to  outbrazen  n  y 
rebukes ;  and  a  fpring  in  their  heels  to  bound 

high  at  your  balls. 


Quadrupedants  putrem  fonitu  quatit  ungula  cam- 
punt. 


This,  madam,  you  underfland  better  than 
they.  But  you  begin  to  frown,  as  you  a  ways 
do  at  praife.  Fear  not;  not  one  word  of 
compliment  Hull  you  have  from  me  during 
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our  whole  journey.  I  llis.li  carry  you  at  n  n 
a  heavy  trot  through  rough  unbeaten  ways, 
entertaining  you  impolitely,  with  difcourfe 
quite  foreign  to  your  way  of  thinking  *,  fuch 
as  pafled  in  correfpondence  between  me,  and 
a  friend,  that  would  equally  defpiie,  and  be 
defpifed,  among  fuch  as  you  think  yours. 
In  the  progrefs  of  our  travels  (which  I  irtuit 
honeftly  tell  you,  will  only  touch  upon,  not 
terminate  in,  Fairy-land)  I  lhall  carry  you  in¬ 
to  an  unknown  country,  where  every  thing  is 
real,  bright,  and  tranfporting.  If  there,  com¬ 
pelled  by  the  force  of  fovereign  truth,  I  fhould 
not  only  aflert,  but  convincingly  prove,  that 
you  are  of  rank  more  than  imperial,  and  pre- 
fent  you  with  an  unflattering  glafs,  in  which, 
notwithftanding,  your  own  form  fliall  appear 
with  all  the  charms  of  an  angel - But  fome 


breathing-time  is  neceflary  to  prepare  for  fuch 
an  arduous  expedition.  Therefore,  I  dif" 
mount  for  the  prefent,  and  fay  no  more* 
I  am. 


M  a  D  a  m,  &c. 


LET, 


LETTER  I' 

O  N 


INFIDELITY. 
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Dear  Sir , 


MAKE  no  apology  for  your  requeft;  the  world' 
is  your  apology.  The  occafion  calls  louder  on 
me,  than  my  friend  can  poflibly  do;  and  robs  me  of  the 
credit  of  having  my  compliance  owing  intirely  to  your 
defire.  Alarm’d  at  our  reigning  paflion  for  Pleasure, 
you  prefs  me  to  write  on  that  fubjedl.  Who  can  for¬ 
bear?  fnce  if  the  prefent  canine  appetite  for  it  lhould 
inereafe,  where  is  that  Bedlam  which  can  receive  a= 
whole  nation  into  proper  methods  of  cure  ? 


Your  enjoining  me  one  talk  has  engaged  me  in  two*. 
Prevails  not  Ini  tdelity  as  much  as  Pleafure  P  And 
for-ever  they  mull  prevail,  ofdecreafe,  together.  Infi¬ 
delity  is  the  parent  of  the  love  of  Pleafure  in  fome  ; 
&>ve  doubted,  and  then  eat :  It  is  the  confequencc  of  it 

F  £  i  hi 
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5n  others ;  moil  of  Eve’s  daughter’s  firft:  tafte,  and  then 
difbelieve.  Pleafure,  and  Infidelity,  reciprocally  ge¬ 
nerate  each  other;  and  that,  neceftarily.  For  Faith  is 
intirely  the  refult  of  R  eafon  j  and  reafon  is  impotent  in 
proportion  to  the  prevalence  of  fenfe  ;  therefore  fenfual 
Pie  afore  begets  Infidelity.  On  the  reverie,  he  that 
di (believes  a  futurity,  muft  be  fond  of  the  prefent,  and 
eap-arly  fwallow  its  unrival’d  delights ;  and  therefore. 
Infidelity  lets  loofe  the  rein  to  Pleafure,  and  gives  it  an 
ample  range:  He  then,  who  would  reduce  one,  mull 
ftrike  at  both.  Eve,  and  the  ferpent,  fell  together  ; 
Pleafure,  like  the  firft,  plucks  the  forbidden  fruit;  and 
Infidelity  fays,  with  the  latter,  T houjhalt  not  furely  die. 

Thefe  two,  now  national  diftempers,  fairly  divide  us 
between  them.  One  feizes the  body  :  one,  the  mind: 
and  where  thefe  two  fiery  darts  have  taken  place,  the 
deftroyer  may  fpare  a  third  ;  his  work  is  done.  What 
then  muft  be  mine  ?  The  talk  is  hard  to  extraft  them  ; 
for  they  feem,  at  prefent,  to  be  not  only  poifoned,  but 
barbed,  arrows,  in  the  Britifh  heart. 

However  I  fhall  attempt,  firft,  to  make  the  Infidel \ 
and  then  the  Voluptuary,  fenfible  of  his  error.  I  (hall 
recommend  Belief  and  Virtue,  in  the  room  4of  Doubt, 
and  Diftolutenefs  ;  and  by  (I  hope)  properly  adapted 
Devotion,  afiift  their  Repentance ;  that  neceffary  ftep  of 
tranfition  from  one  ol  thefe  Hates,  to  the  other.  And 
confidering  into  whofe  hands  thefe  letters  will  firfi  come 
(for  I  defign  them  for  theprefs)  with  regard  to  your- 
folf,  I  ftiall  give  you  your  friend  Eufebiitf  s  character 
at  large.  And  with  regard  to  your  filter,  I  (hall  in¬ 
vite  and  her  gay  favourites,  to  a  Funeral,  infteau 
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of  a  Ball ;  and,  then,  I  frail  enter  on  fubjeas  not  un¬ 
important,  nor  foreign  to  thefe. 

As  the  mind  is  our  fuperior  part,  I  frail  firft  Ipeak  of 
Infidelity,  and  then  of  Pleasure.  And  it  frail  be 
my  endeavour  fo  to  fpeak  of  both,  as  to  render  it  the 
province  of  wzV,  rather  than  ^wifdom,  to  reply.  What  may 
filence  wifdom  will  but  provoke  wit,  whofe  ambition  it 
is  to  fay  moft  where  leaft  is  to  be  faid.  You  may  as  well 
attempt  to  filence  an  eccho  by  the  ftrength  of  voice,  as  a 
wit  by  the  force  of  reafon.  They  both  are  but  the  louder 
for  it:  they  both  will  have  the  laft  word.  How  often 
hear  we  men  with  great  ingenuity  fupporting  folly  ?  that 
is,  by  wit  deftroying  wifdom  ;  as  the  fame  fort  of  men, 
by  pleafure  deftroy  happinefs ;  prone  to  draw  evil  out  of 
good,  and  fet  things  at  variance,  which,  by  nature,  are 
allies.  Happinefs,  and  pleafure,  as  wifdom,  and  wit, 
are  each  other’s  friends,  or  foes ;  and  if  foes,  of  foes  the 
worft.  Well-chofen  pleafure  is  a  branch  of  happinefs; 
well-judging  wit  is  a  dower  of  wifdom  :  but  when  thefe 
petty  fubalterns  fet  up  for  themfelves,  and  counteract 
their  principals,  one  makes  a  greater  wretch,  and  the 
other  a  groffer  fool,  than  could  exift  without  them  : 
Pleafure  then  calls  for  our  companion,  and  wit  for  our 
contempt.  Of  how  many  might  the  names  have  fiept  in 
fafety,  had  not  their  unlucky  parts  awakened  a  juft  cla¬ 
mour  againft  them  ? 

Have  we  not  a  recent,  and  fignal  inftance,  how  far 
wit  can  fet  wifdom  at  defiance,  and,  with  its  artful  bril¬ 
liances,  dazzle  common  underftandings  ?  That  noble, 
author  *  fmiles  at  a  certain  text  of  which  I  frail  make  a 
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ferious  ufe,  viz.  When  the  fons  of  God  came  in  to  the 
daughters  of  men>  they  begot  giants.  So  when  great 
talents  fall  in  love  with  mean  purpofes,  they  beget  errors 
of  an  enormous  fize,  both  in  opinion,  and  in  life.  What 
more  enormous  than  to  let  infidelity  gather  fuch  ftrength, 
even  in  our  decline,  as  to  (land  the  terrors  of  a  death-bed, 
and  bequeath  proud  legacies  of  its  poifon  to  the  world  ? 
Is  not  this  ftretching  out  our  boldnefs  even  beyond  the 
day  of  tryal  ?  carrying  the  war  into  the  very  borders  (if  I 
may  fo  fpeak)  of  that  dread  Being  we  dare  oppofe  ?  and, 
defperately  prefuming  to  atchieve  that  in  our  grave,  of 
which  a  Julian^  of  equal  genius, though  not  of  equal  guilt, 
defpaired  on  a  throne ;  and  that  the  greateft  on  earth  ? 
Julian  was  for  defeating  one  prophecy  j  my  lord  is  for 
expunging  them  all ;  and,  with  like  fuccefs,  Vicifi  Ga~ 
Here,  may  ferve  for  both. 

Take  I  too  great  a  freedom  ?  It  is  both  folly,  and  vice, 
to  bear  any  man  ill  will.  But  it  is  alfo  folly,  and  vice, 
not  fo  to  behave,  when  occafion  requires,  as  that  our 
conduct  may  be  mijiaken  for  ill-will,  if  the  prejudiced 
think  fit.  Why  fhould  our  opponents  call  that  i/I-wilt, 
which  they,  if  they  were  of  our  opinion,  and  thought  us 
in  a  fatal  error,  and  heartily  wilhed  us  well,  would, 
necefiarily,  do  out  of  perfect  love  ?  If  the  vifeount’s 
admirers  refent  out  of  zeal  to  his  honour,  I  allure  them, 
(though  I  have  had  no  apparition)  that  his  lordlhip,  novOt 
.©n  my  fide,  thanks  them  not  for  the  favour. 

Time  was,  when  thofe  errors,  into  which  he  fell, 
would  have  been  more  excufable.  For,  that  truth  was 
obfeure,  and  falfehood  fpecious,  and  opinions  endlefs  y 
and  that  in  thefe  circumftances  the  mind  of  man  could 

find 


On  Infidelity.  109 

find  no  reft,  becaufe  fufpence  is  anxious,  and  aflent  al- 
moft  inevitably  betrayed  into  miftake  ?  this  was  the  fad, 
and  juft  complaint  of  the  heathen  world,  which  by 
God’s  dereliction  had  loft  its  way,  and  could  not  regain 
it,  by  the  feeble  glimmerings  of  natural  light. 

But  of  what  have  nxe  to  complain,  who  grope,  and 
wander,  and  (tumble,  at  noon-day  ?  Ours  is  not  igno¬ 
rance,  but  perverfenefs ;  not  want  of  a  guide,  but  de¬ 
fection  from  him.  Our  noble  author,  fo  much  admired, 
becaufe  fo  much  in  the  wrong,  declares  our  light  to  be 
darknefsj  and  with  the  boafted  acutenefs  of  his  fuperior 
undemanding,  inftead  of  couching  thofe  that  are  blind, 
is  for  putting  out  the  eyes  of  thofe  that  fee.  Thus, 
heaven’s  fupreme  blefling  on  us  in  the  Gofpel,  is  not  an¬ 
nulled  only,  by  our  perverfenefs  j  but  turned  to  much 
hurt.  We  are  favour’d  to  our  misfortune,  we  are  en¬ 
rich’d  to  our  lofs. 

The  heathens  courted  truth  as  a  miftrefs,  with  warm, 
and  fincere,  addrefles,  but  could  not  obtain  her.  We, 
having  obtained  her,  treat  her,  as  an  abandoned  age  the 
lawful  partners  of  their  beds,  with  fatiety,  and  difguft, 
and  a  wild  defire  after  new  embraces.  And  what  have 
we  embraced  ?  Thus  runs  at  beft  the  palatable  doCtrine  of 
an  age  too  knowing  to  need  inftruCtion ;  and  too  proud 
to  bear  it  from  heaven  itfelf. 

“  Whatever  notices  of  duty  to  God,  or  man,  are  im- 
«  printed  in  us  by  nature,  or  deduced  by  reafon,  thefe 
«  are  obliging  and  necefiary  to  be  performed  by  all ;  as 
*«  the  natural  religion  :  but  as  for  any  pofitive  inftitutions, 

**  or  particular  forms  of  religion,  thefe  are  of  human 

“  origin. 
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u  origin.  Ramped  in  the  political  mints  of  craft,  intereft, 

«  or  ambition  ;  a  coin  current  for  the  vulgar  only.’  It 
it  fit,  it  feems,  that  the  vulgar  Ihould  be  fettered,  that 
their  fnperiors  may  expatiate  more  at  large,  and  not  fear 
to  meet  with  rivals  in  them.  And,  indeed,  if  the  vul¬ 
gar  had  the  fame  principles,  and  opinions,  with  many  o 
their  mafters,  their  matters  would  have  as  fair  a  chance 
to  have  their  throats  cut,  as  the  murderer  to  be  hanged 

for  it. 

As  to  God,  they  fay,  “  The  natural  religion  commands 
««  us  to  think  worthily,  and  fpeak  reverently,  of  Him  - 
«  but,  as  fome  have  thought  churches  derogatory  to  the 
««  notions  of  an  Omnipreient  Being:  fo  formal  prayers, 
**  and  folemn  fervices,  are  no  way  necefiary  to  a  Being 
“  Omnifcient.”  They  prefent  Him  (if  with  any)  with  a 
more  fublime  and  philofophical  devotion,  ftripped  of  all 
externals,  invifible  as  the  Deity  himfelf,  and,  indeed,  as 
incomprehenfible  to  the  multitude;  whofe  religion,  like 
themfelves,  mutt  have  a  body,  as  well  as  a  foul',  or  it  will 
evaporate  into  nothing.  Thus,  under  pretence  of  a 
compliment  to  one  divine  attribute,  they  rob  all  of  the 
worlhip  due  to  them.  They  pretend  to  give  God  exalted 
homage,  as  the  Jews  arrayed  our  bleffed  Lord  in  a.  pur¬ 
ple  robe,  to  mock  him,  not  adore.  And  here  our  undif- 
fembled  negleft,  if  not  contempt,  of  religion,  and  our 
barefaced  venality  fetting  all,  even  fouls,  to  fale,  cannot 
but  recal  to  mind,  that  thefe  fitter  iniquities,  as  if  natu¬ 
rally  conne&ed,  went  hand-in-hand  (as  the  hiftorian  tells 
us),  towards  the  ruin  of  the  Roman  common-wealth. 

Dm  negligent  omnia  venalia  habere.  SallulL 
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As  to  the  duties  of  the  fecond  table,  they  tell  us,  that 
««  the  precepts  of  nature  run  evidently  againft  injuries, 

««  and  injuftice ;  we  mud  by  no  means  commit  rapine, 

“  or  murder ;  thefe  are  unfociable  crimes :  but  as  for  any 
“  pleafurable  enjoyments  of  ourfelves,  why  deprive  our- 

“  felves  of  thefe  ?  why  ftarve  at  a  feaft  heav'n  lets  before 
t*  us  ?  We  cannot  conceive  God  to  be  a  tyrant ;  to  what 
“  end  has  he  given  defires,  but  that  we  ftiould  fatisfy 
«  them  ?  or  appetites,  but  that  we  fhould  indulge  them  ? 

“  Anger  and  luft,  if  conftitutional,  are  venial  fins.” 

Thus  the  fluices  are  fet  open  for  all  fenfuality,  pro¬ 
miscuous  incontinence,  and  Studied  arts  of  excefs,  to 
pour  in  uncontrouled  i  and  by  a  fecond  compliment  to 
the  Deity,  as  fincere  as  my  lord’s  pretended  regard  for 
Christianity,  is  varnifhed  over  a  fecond  violation  of  his 
laws.  Bacchus,  and  Venus,  are  recalled  to  a  new  apo- 
theofis  under  a  chriftian  aera;  and  receive  daily  facrifice 
in  the  fortunes,  health,  and  common  dignity  of  man. 
What  voluntary  victims  are  we  ?  And  as  vi&ims  of  old 
were  crown’d  with  flowers,  how  gayly  does  poor,  devoted,. 
Britain  bleed  at  their  altars  ? 

In  anfwer  to  their  pleas,  it  muft  be  obferved  that  de¬ 
fires,  and  appetites,  were  not  given  us  out  of  tyranny, 
but  with  an  intention  doubly  kind  ;  as  a  means  both  of 
pleafure,  and  virtue,  if  gratified,  and  leflrained,  as  reli¬ 
gion  direas.  In  both  views  they  are  bleflings,  but  greatefl 
in  the  laft;  yet  an  Efau  will  ever  be  /or  preferring  the 
former. 

*  Thus  you  fee,  Sir,  that  both  the  tables  of  the  deca¬ 
logue  are  broken,  in  a  more  terrible  fenfe,  than  they 
were  by  Mofes,  at  his  defccnt  from  the  mount;  and  from. 
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no  diflimilar  caufe.  The  fufiiciency  of  human  realon  is 
the  golden  calf  which  thefe  men  fet  up  to  be  worfhip- 
ped ;  and  in  the  frenzies  of  their  extravagant  devotion  to 
it,  they  trample  on  venerable  authority ;  ftrike  at  an  oak 
with  an  ofier ;  the  dottrine  of  God's  own  planting,  and 
the  growth  of  ages,  with  the  fuddain,  and  fortuitous, 
fhaots  of  imagination ;  abortive  births  of  an  hour. 
Thefe  human  improvements  on  divine  revelation  may  be 
compared  to  the  prophaning  the  holy  Bible  with  the 
figures  of  heathen  idols,  under  Antiochus  Epipbanes ;  or 
rather,  to  the  proud  Roman  emperor,  who  took  the  head 
from  Jupiter’s  ftatue,  and  placed  his  own  in  its  ftead. 
Thefe  are  bold  men ;  but  the  boldeft,  we  hope,  may  be 
reclaimed.  That  Almighty  finger  which  wrote  the  divine 
laws  twice  in  ftone,  cannot  want  power  to  give  them  a 
new  imprefiion  in  their  apoftate  hearts. 

And  that  they  may  the  more  willingly  receive  that  im- 
preflion,  I  fhall  obfervc,  that  fetting  afide  the  immoral 
confequences  of  infidelity,  faith  is  neceflary  on  its  own* 
account,  without  relation  to  any  thing  elfe.  Faith  is  not 
only  a  means  of  obeying,  but  a  principal  a&  of  obedience. 
It  is  not  only  a  needful  foundation ;  it  is  not  only  as  an 
altar,  on  which  to  facrifiee ;  but  it  is  a  facrifice  itfelf ;  and,, 
perhaps,  of  all  the  greateft.  It  is  a  fubmiflion  of  our  under- 
ftandings,  an  oblation  of  our  idolized  reafon,  to  God  j 
which  he  requires  fo  indifpenfably,.  that  our  whole  will* 
and  affe&ions,  though  feemingly  a  larger  facrifice,  will 
not,  without  it,  be  received  at  our  hands. 

Does  any  quefiion  this  ?  His  lordfhip’s  difciples  will  be 
very  apt  to  queftion  it*  yet  this  is  true;  unlefs  we  can  fup- 
pofe  the  primitive  martyrs  to  have  laid  down  their  lives 
for  what  was  unnecefiary  to  their  falvation.  For  it  was 

not 
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not  an  attention  of  their  do&rine,  but  their  faith,  for 
which  the  bleffed apoftles  were  perfccuted,  and  the  mar¬ 
tyrs  fhed  their  blood  ;  which  they  might  eafily  have 
avoided,  if  they  had  infilled  only  on  the  moral  precepts 
of  their  new  difpenfation.  Their  moral  precepts  were 
approved,  and  welcomed,  by  the  wifeft  on  earth.  Nay, 
our  infidels  compliment  them,  efpecially  when  they 
would  give  themfelves  the  greater  weight  in  their  oppo- 
fition  to  our  creed ;  yet,  pofiibly,  they  had  rather  fub- 
feribe  that  abfurd  creed,  than  Hand  obliged  to  prafhfo 
that  morality,  which  they  fo  much  commend. 

To  renounce,  or  corrupt,  the  faith  (one,  or  both  of 
which  is  my  lord’s  point)  abftra&ed  from  libertine  gra¬ 
tifications  to  follow,  or  to  get  rid  of  fear  from  thofe  paft  ; 
there  feems  to  be  fo  little  temptation,  that  I  fhould  think 
none  would  venture  on  it,  but  through  ignorance  of  its 
guilt.  Its  guilt  therefore  I  have  pointed  out;  which 
fhews  that  modern  deifm,  how  laudable  foever  the  deifi  s 
life  is,  is  criminal  in  itfelf.  A  virtuous  life,  rifing  from 
a  corrupted  faith,  (if  that  could  pofiibly  be)  is  as  an  an¬ 
gel  of  light  fupported  by  a  cloven  foot;  which  many 
feem  not  to  believe,  otherwife  they  would  not  be  fo 
often  pleading  the  virtue  of  deifls,  as  a  full  abfolution  of 
that  fed:  whereas  we  are  exprefly  told,  that  the  juft  Jb all 
live  by  faith ;  that  is,  even  the  jufl  (hall  not  live,  that  is, 
be  faved,  without  it. 

But  though  a  corrupt  faith  is  fufficiently  criminal  in  it¬ 
felf,  yet  its  guilt  rarely  refts  there  ;  it  often  produces  an 
irregular  life.  On  the  contrary,  vicious  pradice  is  fure 
to  produce  a  corrupt  faith  ;  or  an  abfolute  renunciation 

of  ail  belief:  for  the  notices  of  good  and  ill  are  fo  fairly 

imprinted 
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imprinted  on  our  nature,  and  the  pra&ice  of  them  is  fo 
ftrongly  guarded  by  confequent  hope  and  fear,  that  no 
confcience  is  fo  hardened,  as  to  fin  without  the  fhelter 
of  fome  pretence.  The  guilty  huih  confcience  with  fucli 
foft  whifpers  as  thefe  ;  Either,  heaven  takes  not  fuch  cog¬ 
nizance  of  our  a&ions  ;  or,  is  not  fo  mu9h  concerned 
about  them,  as  fome  imagine  ;  or,  its  mercy  will  not 
fuffer  it  to  be  juft ;  or,  its  juftice  will  not  fuffer  it  to  be  fo 
fevere,  as  to  punifti  temporal  guilt  with  eternal  pain : 
all  which  are  corruptions  of  the  faith.  Or  if  thefe  opiates 
will  not  do,  they  proceed  to  renou?ice  the  faith.  They 
give  themfelves  a  quite -quieting  draught  of  abfolute  un¬ 
belief:  a  Deity  is  a  dream,  and  Religion  a  cheat.  And 
thus  they  throw  off  their  fears,  their  God,  and  common 
fenfe,  together ;  and  are  deplorably  gay,  till  they  are 
irremediably  undone.  How  happy  might  fuch  wretches 
be,  if  they  knew  what  a  trifle  pleafure  is  to  peace!  A 
very  trifle  is  it,  even  when  pleafure  is  innocent:  but 
when  not,  when  pleafure  is  an  enemy  to  peace ;  then* 
then  indeed,  it  is  a  trifle  no  more. 

There  is  a  text  which  muft  give  fome  furprize  to  thofe 
who  doubt  whether  a  bad  life  occafions  a  falfe  or  no 
belief.  It  is  faid,  there  muji  be  herefies,  that  is,  falfe 
beliefs.  And  why  ?  There  is  certainly  no  fatal  neceflity 
for  them*  from  God’s  deftination — No;  but  there  is  a 
moral  neceflity  for  them  from  man’s  corruption.  A  heart 
boiling  with  violent  and  vicious  paflions,  will  fend  up 
infatuating  fumes  to  the  head ;  and  a  delirious  giddinefs 
of  head  will  make  a  man  fall  into  the  groffeft  miftakes, 
be  his  natural  abilities  what  they  will.  A  lewd  and  obfti- 
nate  will  fails  not  to  blind  the  ftrongeft  judgment,  as 
Delilah  the  man  of  might. 


Many, 
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Many,  even  of  thofe  that'hold  faft  the  faith,  may  per- 
5  haps  not  have  obferved,  that  faith  is  doubly  precious ; 
it  is  our  duty,  and  our  refuge ;  nay,  it  is  doubly  our  refuge. 
It  refcues  our  paflions  from  flaming  into  vice  ;  and  it 
refcues  our  underflanding  from  darkening  into  errors. 

!  T  he  fame  qualification  which  is  neceflary  for  us  in  order 
to  pleafe  God,  is  as  neceflary  to  fecure  ourfelves  from 
|  impoflure  ;  and  not  only  from  fuch  impoflures  as  others 
may  prepare  for  us,  but  from  our  onxn .  It  is  our  foie 
|  fecurity  againft  our  framing  impofitions  to  deceive  our 
own  judgments  (as  (hewn  above),  as  well  as  again!!  our 
incurring  crimes  to  defeat  our  own  falvation. 

As  to  the  myflerious  articles  of  our  faith,  which  in¬ 
fidels  would  by  no  means  have  me  forget;  “  Who,”  fay 
they,  “  can  fwallow  them  ?”  In  truth,  none  but  thofe 
who  think  it  no  difhonour  to  their  underfiandings  to  cre¬ 
dit  their  Creator.  Socinus,  like  our  infidels,  was  one  of 
a  narrow  throat ;  and,  out  of  generous  compafiion  to 
the  Scriptures  (which  the  world,  it  feems,  had  miiun- 
cierftood  for  1500  years)  was  for  weeding  them  of  their 
inyfteries  !  and  rendering  them,  in  the  plenitude  of  his 
infallible  reafon,  undifgufting,  and  palatable  to  all  the 
I  rational  part  of  mankind.  Why  fliould  hone!!  Jews  and 
I  Turks  be  frighted  from  us  by  the  Trinity  r  he  was  for 
making  religion  familiar  and  inoffenfive.  And  fo  be 
did;  and  unchriftian  too.  Thofe  things  which  our 
hands  can  grafp,  our  underfiandings  cannot  comprehend. 
Why  then  deny  to  the  Deity  Himfelf  the  privilege  of 
being  one,  amidfi  that  multitude  of  myfteries  which  He 
has  made  ? 


Here 
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Here  let  me  obferve,  what  perhaps  has  efcaped  your 
notice,  with  regard  to  the  blefled  Trinity,  which  gives 
our  unbelievers  the  greateft  offence.  The  revelation  ot 
it  is  not  only  neceffary  for  our  undemanding  the  foun¬ 
dation  of  chriflianity,  but  is  alfo,  I  conceive,  an  abfo- 
lute  demonflration  of  its  truth.  Becaufe  it  is  a  mylUiy 
which  by  nature  could  not  poflibiy  have  entered  imo  the 
imagination  of  man;  which  they,  who  moil  explode  it, 
confefs  by  their  obftinate  rejeflion  of  it.  For  why  do  they 
rejedl  it,  but  on  that  very  account  ?  Our  opponents  there¬ 
fore,  in  fome  meafure,  fupport  us  in  our  attachment  to 
this  fupreme  article  of  our  creed,  which  they  mofl  con¬ 
demn  ;  and  (what  is  fomewhat  remarkable  in  favour  of 
our  faith)  fupport  us  in  it  by  the  very  caufe  for  which  it  is 

condemned  by  them. 

Myfteries,  that  is  thofe  great  and  hidden  things  of  our 
religion,  whofe  truth  we  are  aflured  of  by  Divine  Autho¬ 
rity,  but  the  manner  of  their  being  furpafles  our  under- 
fhanding :  fuch  as  the  plurality  of  perfons  in  the  Divine 
Unity :  God  manifeft  in  the  flefh  s  the  operation  of  the 
Holy  Spirit  in  the  hearts  of  believers :  the  fpiritual  pre¬ 
fence  of  Chrift  in  the  eucharifl:  the  uniting  our  fcattered 
parts  from  the  dull  of  death.  All  which  the  Scriptures 
have  exprefly  delivered  as  catholic  truths.  Several  of 
thefe,  feveral  heretics  have  reje&ed;  and  the  Socimavs 
have,  in  a  manner,  reje&ed  them  all.  Faith  in  thefe 
is  more  acceptable  to  God,  than  faith  in  lefs  abftrufe  arti¬ 
cles  of  our  religion ;  becaufe  it  pays  that  honour  which  is  ^ 
due  to  His  teftimony ;  and  the  more  feemingly  incredible 
the  matter  is  which  we  believe,  the  more  refpefl  we  fhew 
to  the  relator  of  it.  This  (putting  in  a  caveat  againft  the 

ridicule  of  infidels)  may  be  called  heroic  faith,  correfpon- 

dent 


On  Infidelity.  i  17 

dent  to  heroic  virtue,  at  which,  out  of  ptudence,  they 
mull  fmile. 

This  heroic  faith  may  be  more  acceptable  to  God  (fome 
may  fay) ;  but,  fure,  not  more  ujeful  to  man.  It  may 
have  a  good  influence  on  another  life;  but  what  account 
does  this  find  in  it  r  Who  can  Ihew  me  the  moral  efl'cds 
of  it?— From  faith  in  thefe  myfteries,  man  necefiarily, 
and  more  juftly,  adores  the  incomprehenfible  majefty  of 
God;  and  more  juftly  and  perfedly  contemplates  his  own 
littlenefs,  and  disproportion  of  thought  to  thofe  truths 
that  are  vouchfafed  to  his  faith.  Hence  he  heartily  ren¬ 
ders  God  a  due  honour  for  his  teftimony  ;  and  a  due 
ackno.vlegement  of  his  profelfed  care  of  his  church  ; 
and  a  due  thankfulnefs  for  the  mercy  of  his  revelation. 
He  renders  a  due  obedience  to  his  proper  government,  as 
a  chriftian,  that  is,  the  authority  of  the  church;  and  a 
due  afliftance  to  the  public  peace,  which  is  never  lafeiy 
built  but  on  unity  of  judgment.  And  as  to  his  private 
virtue,  he  keeps  in  due  fubjedion  the  pride  of  under- 
{landing,  that  moll  vicious  affedion  of  the  mind,  which, 
if  let  loofe,  would  be  attended  with  a  multitude  of  evih  ; 
and  with  one  in  particular,  which  occafions  this  letter. 
But  though  we  could  fee  none  of  thefe  temporal  advan¬ 
tages,  yet  would  it  be  moil  reasonable  in  us  to  believe; 
unlefs  we,  who  think  it  right  to  believe  implicitly  in  thofe 
on  whom  our  fortune  depends,  think  it  wrong  to  believe 
implicitly  in  Him,  on  whom  depends  our  falvation. 

But  there  is,  I  confefs,  fome  error,  on  our  own  part, 
with  regard  to  myfteries.  We,  perhaps,  have  given  fome 
fmall  excufe  for  our  infidels  contempt  of  myfteries,  by 
more  pious,  than  prudent,  attempts,  that  have  been 
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fometimes  made  toward  an  explanation  of  them.  A 
myftery  explained  is  a  myftery  deftroyed :  for  what  is  a 
myftery,  but  a  thing  not  known  ?  But  things  not  known 
may  reasonably  be  believed;  in  the  very  ftrangeft  things 
there  may  be  truth,  and  in  things  very  credible,  a  lie*. 


It  is  with  our  underftandings  as  with  our  eyes.  Both 
have  their  myfteries :  both  have  obje&s  beyond  their 
reach ;  fome  accidentally,  fome  abfolutely.  We  fee  not 
thofe  objeas  that  are  placed  in  an  obfcure  light,  becaufe 
there  is  a  defea  in  the  medium:  we  fee  not  thofe  that 
are  vefted  with  too  much  light,  becaufe  there  is  a  weak- 
nefs  in  the  fenfory,  unable  to  fuftain  Such  ftrong  impref- 
fions.  Thus  it  is  with  the  obje&s  of  our  undemanding  : 
fome  things  we  know  not,  for  want  of  being  duly  in¬ 
formed.  Salvation  was  a  myftery  to  the  Gentiles;  but 
ceafed  fo  to  be,  when  revealed  by  the  gofpel.  Other 
things  we  know  not,  becaufe  they  exceed  the  meafure  of 
our  comprehenfion.  ^  hus,  fome  aiticles  of  our  faith 
are  fuch  myfteries,  as  by  no  revelation  can  ceafe  to  be 
fo.  They  muft  be  myfteries,  while  men  are  men  ;  while 
yet  unblefted  with  powers  that  are  not  indulged  to  this 
imperfea  ftate.  As  it  is  bold  and  vain,  fo,  perhaps,  it  has 
ever  been  prejudicial  to  the  truth,  to  labour  at  rational 
eviaions  of  facred  myfteries;  for,  by  thefe  means,  men 
attempt  to  comprehend  the  Divine  Nature,  by  putting  it 
under  fome  injurious  difguife  ;  as  we  venture  to  gaze  at 
the  fun,  after  we  have  watched  it  into  a  cloud. 

God  forbad  images  of  Himfelf,  becaufe  it  is  impofiibV 
that  any  fenfible  representations  could  do  otherwife  than 
derorate  from  Him  that  is  inviftble:  nor  can  the  diminifh- 
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ing  imagery  of  our  notions  derogate  lefs  from  Him  that 
is  incomprehenfible.  I  prefume  not  to  cenfure  thofe  who 
have  made  ufe  of  illuftrations  to  the  proper  ends  of  piety ; 
all  I  mean,  is,  that  fallible  ratiocination  fliould  not  be 
made  the  grounds  of  faith,  whole  proper  bafis  is  infal¬ 
lible  teftimony.  Nor  is  it  longer  faith  than  while  it  refts 
on  that ;  for  when  I  believe,  not  fo  much  what  is  revealed, 
as  what  my  ownreafon  pronounces  to  be  true;  I  believe 
not  God,  but  myfelf.  I  affume,  not  obey  ;  and  give 
proof  rather  of  the  pride,  than  humiliation,  of  my 
reafon  ;  whereas  its  humiliation  is  a  principal  end  aimed 
at  by  God’s  fo  Uriel  demand  of  our  faith. 

And,  indeed,  far  from  humiliation,  and  even  com¬ 
mon  modefty,  mull  he  be,  who  hopes  to  give  light  to 
thofe  mylleries  which  St.  Paul,  with  all  his  learning# 
eloquence,  and  infpiration,  pronounced  to  be  to  the 
Jews  a  Humbling- block  ;  and  to  the  Greeks,  thofe  moll 
lubtle  of  men,  foolilhnefs  :  that  is,  they  thought  it  folly 
to  believe  them,  becaufe  unintelligible  ;  and  becaufe 
they  did  not  apprehend,  that  there  was  any  Divine  autho¬ 
rity  to  compel  their  belief.  And  fuch  Greeks  have  <we  ; 
Epicurean  Greeks,  fenfual,  fubtle,  and  unbelieving;  and 
whofe  celebrated  writings  are  of  equal  authority  with 
Quicquid  Gracia  mendax 

Audit  in  hifioria.  Juv. 

Men,  who  rejedl  divine  affiftance,  as  too  officious,  with 
a  fort  of  difdain,  as  if  it  affronted  their  own  abilities  ; 
and  whofe  prefumptuous  opinions  are  induftrioufly  fpread, 
by  pell-men,  through  the  land. 

With  the  grofs  and  horrid  effe&s  of  fuch  opinions, 
and  their  conferences,  the  dillempered  age  groans, 

and 
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and  kingdoms  fhake,  and  judgments  threaten.  And 
well  they  may.  How  many  private  families  have  their 
infamous  fecrets  ?  how  many  public  tranfaCtions  their 
barefaced  iniquity  ?  high  courts  of  juflice  have  their  jut 
datum  fceleri,  and  blufh  not  to  plead  precedent  for  the 
violation  of  their  own  laws ;  and  the  corruption  of  the 
times,  for  more  corruption  ftill.  Is  not  this  heaping 
mountain  upon  mountain  againft  heaven  ?  And  think  we 
heaven  will  never  return  the  blow  ? 

We  have  had  already,  nay  new  have,  feme  light  and 
merciful  admonitions  from  heaven.  But  can  it  be 
thought,  that  an  age  of  judgments,  and  pailimes  ;  of 
riots  and  diftreffes ;  of  excefiive  debts,  and  exceffive  ex¬ 
pence ;  of  public  poverty,  and  private  accumulation;  of 
new  feds  in  religion,  and  new  Tallies  in  fin  ;  and  every 
other  contradiction  to  common  fenfe,  docs  not  call  for 
nt0re?  I,  Sir,  am  fattened  in  the  country  ;  nor  know  I 
much  of  that  larger  and  fouler  fink  of  debauchery  in 
which  you  breathe.  But  even  here,  I  know  too  much. 
Where  is  that  village  that  has  not  its  fuicides  of  intem¬ 
perance  ;  or  its  bold  adventurers  for  ftill  quicker  death 
from  the*  hand  of  public  juftice  ?  And,  to  confirm  that 
opinion  above  advanced,  of  the  clofe  tie  and  mutual 
growth  of  vice  and  unbelief,  almoft  every  cottage  can 
afford  us  one  that  has  corrupted ,  and  every  palace  one 
that  has  renounced ,  the  faith. 

I  know,  Sir,  you  will  tell  me,  that  it  is  the  bufinefs 
of  our  common  piety,  to  deplore  ;  of  our  prayers,  to  ob- 
ftrua  ;  and  of  our  lives,  rather  than  our  harangues,  to 
confute  them.  True ;  for  if  our  chriftianity  is  to  be 

found  no-where  but  in  our  books,  the  Chrillian  and  In¬ 
fidel, 
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fidel,  may  drop  their  difpute.  A  Tillotfon,  and  a  Boling- 
broke,  are  on  the  fame  fide  :  their  con  tell  is  but  verbal ; 
their  agreement  is  effential,  aod  their  afibciation  will 
prove  eternal. 

But,  Sir,  it  is  our  duty  to  fpeak  and  write  (if  we 
can),  as  well  as  live,  againft  the  enemies  of  ourChriftkn 
faith.  I  proceed  therefore  to  obferve,  that  the  Vifcount’s 
arguments  againft  the  authority  of  the  Scriptures  have 
been  long  fince  anfwered.  But  he  is  not  without  pre¬ 
cedent  in  this  point.  This  repetition  of  already  refuted 
arguments  feems  to  be  a  deiftical  privilege,  or  diftem- 
pcr,  from  which  few  of  them  are  free.  Even  echoes 
of  ecchoes  are  to  be  found  amongft  them  :  which  evi¬ 
dently  ftiews,  that  they  write  not  to  difcover  truth,  but 
to  fpread  infettion  ;  which  old  poifon  re-adminiftercd 
will  do,  as  well  as  new ;  and  it  will  be  ftruck  deeper 
into  the  conftitution,  by  repeating  the  fame  dofe.  Be- 
fides,  new  writers  will  have  new  readers.  The  book 
may  fall  into  hands  untainted  before;  or,  the  already- 
infefted  may  fwallow  it  more  greedily  in  a  new  vehicle; 
or,  they  that  were  difgufted  with  it  in  one  vehicle,  may 
relifh  it  in  another.  I  therefore  afk  pardon  :  what  I 
mif-cal  ed  dirtemper,  I  find,  on  fecond  thoughts,  is  per¬ 
fect  prudence  :  but  fuch  prudence  as,  with  them,  would 
throw  a  chriftian  writer  into  the  bottom  of  contempt. 


There  are  more  reafons  for  our  deifts  to  be  diftatisfy’d 
with  themfelves  than  thofe  already  given,  hif.del  is  an 
opprobrious  name  :  but  time  was,  when  dcifm  was  the 
true  religion  ;  and  they  are  for  ftill  retaining  the  credit 
once  due  to  that  character.  It  is  therefore  fit  for  a  friend 
to  Chriftiamty,  nor  lefs  fit  fora  friend  to  them,  to  take 
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notice,  that  it  is  impofiible  for  a^^Wman,  that  is,  one 
aiming  at  the  divine  favour  above  all  things,  to  rejed 
an  offered  revelation,  without  inquiring  into  its  title  to 
the  high  character  it  affumes ;  and,  that  it  is  as  impof- 
fible  (in  my  opinion)  for  a  rcafonabh  man  to  rejed  the 
Chriftian  revelation ,  if  he  does  inquiie.  He,  therefore, 
who  continues  a  deift,  in  a  land  enlightened  by  tne 
Gofpel,  muft  be  wanting  in  goodnefs,  or  reafon  ;  mull: 
be  either  criminal,  or  dull.  None,  therefore,  caa.  be 
more  miftaken  than  they,  that  profefs  deifm  for  the  ere- 
dit  of  fuperior  undemanding,  or  for  the  fake  of  exer- 
cifmg  a  more  pure,  and  perfed,  virtue.  Yet  thefe  are 
the  only  pretences  which  they  do,  or  dare,  avow,  for 
their  fatal  choice.  Muft  not  then  their  real  motive  be 
of  a  nature  which  they  think  prudent  to  conceal  ? 

But  to  conceal  it,  is  not  eafy :  for  reafon,  our  of  itfelf 
defedive  reafon,  in  many  points  of  the  laft  moment  to 
man,  wants,  wifhes,  calls  for  a  revelation ;  and  cannot 
but  accept,  when  offer'd,  what  it  calls  for  :  that  is,  rea- 
fonable  deifts  cannot  but  become  Chriftians,  where  the 
Gofpel  Ihines. 

Or  argue  thus  (for  it  admits  of  various  proof)  i  God 
Almighty  would  not  have  made  a  revelation,  but  in 
ordeAo  be  received.  And  by  whom  received  ?  Doubt- 
lefs  by  the  reafonable,  and  good.  And  if  by  fome  of 
them,  why  not  by  all  ?  And  if  all  the  reafonable,  and 
good’  receive  it;  what  muft  they  be  that  rejed  it? 
Therefore  revealed  religion  rejeded,  proves  natural 
religion  difobeyed.  1  faid,  above,  that  deifts  were 
blameable,  how  good  foever  their  lives  might  be  :  But 
it  feems  to  appear,  that  their  lives  cannot  be  good. 

Others, 
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Other?,  perhaps,  have  forborne  fpcaking  fo  plain,  out 
of  charity.  I  venture  on  it  out  of  what  I  conceive  to 
be  charity,  greater  Hill  :  for  nothing  that  can  awaken 
them  can  be  kindly  fuppreffed. 

Cornelius,  the  centurion,  though  one  of  the  bel  of 
men,  thought  not  the  belief  of  the  Gofpel  unneceffary 
to  his  falvation.  But  modern  deitls,  wifer,  not  better 
than  he,  have  their  objections  to  the  Gofpel.  Their 
chief  objection  is  againit  its  myjleries.  There  is  nothing 
myfterious  in  it,  but  with  regard  to  things,  which  we 
either  can  not ,  or  need  not ,  underhand.  Can  not,  through 
the  limitation  of  the  human  intellect,  ot  need  not,  through 
the  lufficiency  of  other  means,  and  motives,  for  our 
leading  good  lives.  To  what  amounts,  then,  this  capital 
objedion,  and  charge  againft  it  ?  To  no  more  than  this, 
<viz.  That  Chriftianity  performs  not,  what  is  impoffible 
to  be  performed  ;  for  it  is  as  impoflible  for  its  Author, 
AlmightyGod,  to  do  mote  than  is  needful  for  his  gracious 
end,  the  good  lives  of  mankind  ;  as  to  do  what, 
in  its  nature,  is  impoflible  to  be  done. 

Indeed,  all  their  objedions  to  Christianity  feem  to  be 
no  more,  nor  Iefs,  than  playing  the  belt  card  they  have; 
than  uhng  the  belt  expedient  they  can  think  of,  to  keep 
themfelves  in  countenance,  and  the  world  in  the  dark, 
as  to  the  true  motive  of  their  apoftafy.  Nor  are  their  ob- 
jedions  to  be  looked  on,  in  thofe  that  are  men  of  fenfe, 
as  an  argument  of  their  difbelief,  but  their  diflike.  They 
wiih  not  the  myfleries  removed ;  for  that  would  rob  them 
of  a  favourite  objedion.  They  wifh  not  the  darknefs  (  f 
the  my Heries  removed,  but  transferred;  transferred  from 
the  do  Brines,  to  the  ?noral  precepts.  Thefe  are  without  a 
.  cloud ;  thefe  are  too  plain  for  their  purpofe.  None  ever 
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fully  complied  with  thefe,  but  was  eafily  reconciled  to 
the  myfteries  of  the  Gofpel.  The  difgufted,  defpotic 
heart  commands  the  paffive  obedient  head,  to  fight  its 
unjuft  quarrel,  and  fay  it  is  its  own  :  So  that  Satan  may 
blame  them  for  fome  degree  of  hypocrify  in  his  favour  ; 
may  blame  them  for  only  pretending  to  difhelieve.  If, 
on  the  other  hand,  Chriftians  were  not  alfo  hypocrites ; 
hypocrites,  I  mean,  as  to  practice;  they  would  rob  the 
deiils  of  their  moll  plaufible  plea  againft  us  ;  and  either 
leflen  their  numbers,  or  increafe  their  Ihame. 

I  hope  that  fome  of  the  deiils ;  at  lcaft,  fome  of  thofe 
whofe  principles  are  endangered  by  them ;  may  admit 
fome  little  impreffton  from  what  has  been  offered, 
hope  they  may  difcern,  and  own  th  z  f elf- accuf at  ion  which 

is  evidently,  implied  in  our  deifts  renunciation  of  Chn- 

ft’anity  :  or,  if  I  am  miftaken,  that  they  will  fet  me 
ri^ht ;  for  if  I  have  wrong’d  them,  1  have  wrong  d  them 
much*  For,  in  what  a  difadvantageous  light  appear 
thefe  deferters  from  chriilianity  in  thefe  pages  ?  hdeijii- 
cal  tongue,  a  chrijiian  confidence,  and  a  partly  pagan 
heart !  What  a  fad  compofition  is  this  ?  It  is  a  tar  hea¬ 
vier  cha  ge  than  I  wifh  to  find  true. 

Cut  it  is  a  natural  queftion,  “  How  comes  it  to  pafs, 
«t  t}iat  men  of  parts  fhould  fo  much  difaffedt  the  Scrip- 
«  tures,  fo  admirable,  and  Hill  more  and  more  admi- 
r  Dle,  in  propoition  to  the  difcernment  of  their 

“  reader  ? 

Can  it  be  from  ignorance  ?  It  may  be  fo,  if  their  hearts 

are  worfe  than  their  heads ;  for  there  are  parts  of  Scrip- 

ture  which  none  but  a  good  man  can  well  undetiland  : 

“  Rejoice 
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“  Rejoice  always ;  and  again  I  fay,  Rejoice.”  This 
mult  appear  to  the  vicious  abfurd,  becaufe  impracticable, 
and  therefore  un-infpired.  To  rejoice  in  tribulation, 
they  have  neither  caufe,  nor  power.  Thus,  bad  man¬ 
ners,  almoft  neceflarily,  render  men  infidels  to  holy 
writ.  On  the  contrary,  a  good  life  is  a  key  to  the 
Scriptures.  “  The  fecret  of  the  Lord  is  with  thofe  that 
“  fear  him.”  A  text  this,  as  unintelligible  to  the  vicious 
as  the  former.  As  he  has  had  no  experience,  fo  neither 
has  he  any  comprehenfion  of  its  tiuth.  The  good  man 
comprehends,  and  feels  it  too.  Thus  the  Scripture,  like 
the  cloudy  pillar  which  it  records,  is  light  to  the  true 
Ifraelite ,  but  darknefs  to  the  Egyptians .  Hence  acutdl 
underhand! ngs  in  religious  debates  often  lofe  their  edge. 

Can  that  caufe  we  feek,  be  'vanity  ?  It  may  be  faid  of 
the  Vifcount’s  writings  as  of  Catiline ,  Satis  eloquently, 
fapientiy  parum .  Had  his  eloquence  been  lefs ;  had 
thofe  talents  been  denied  him,  which  flattered  him  with 
hope  of  fliining  a  firft  luflre  in  the  lettered  world,  he  had 
efcaped  a  temptation  which  has  evidently  been  too  hard 
for  his  prudence;  and  a  common  fiz’d  head  had,  pro¬ 
bably,  left  his  heart  in  fafety.  So  formidable  a  poilef- 
flon  is  an  immortal  pen  (if  his  is  immortal) ;  a  pen  more 
fatal  to  its  mafter,  than  Cato's  fword. 

Or  might  not  en<vy  be  the  caufe  we  feik  ?  “  But  cart 

thefe  men  envy  Chriflians,  whom  they  quit  on  account 
“  of  our  unhappy  miftake  ?”  Man  is  not  only  deflrous, 
but  ambitious  too,  of  happinefs.  He  but  ill  bears  that 
another  fhould  be  happier  than  himfelf ;  becaufe  fupe- 
rior  happinefs  is  a  natural  argument  of  fuperior  wifdom 
or  worth.  The  man  of  a  libertine  life  knows  that  the 
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good  Chriflian,  if  his  religion  is  true,  is,  on  the  whole, 
much  happier  than  himfelf.  Therefore  he  wifhes  it  to 
be  faHe;  and  endeavours  to. find  it  fo.  And  ftrong  en¬ 
deavours  to  be  in  the  wrong,  Heaven  will  punifh  with 
fuccefs.  It  will  permit  them  to  believe  their  own  lye  j 
that  is,  to  fall  on  their  own  fword,  which  was  drawn 
againft  the  truth. 

Non  hos  qutffitum  tnunm  in  ufus .  Vir. 

And  I  am  the  more  inclined  to  impute  their  oppofition 
to  envy,  rather  than  vanity  ;  becaufe  pure  vanity  is  con¬ 
fident  with  good-nature ;  and  may  be  a  very  candid 
thing:  But  envy  has  bitternefs,  and  ill-will ;  and  ridi¬ 
cule  is  the  genuine  child  of  ill-nature  ;  ridicule,  that 
offenfive  brat  of  which  they  are  fo  fond. 

Now  though  nothing  is  more  improper  in  important 
debates,  than  raillery  ;  yet  can  I  make  fome,applogy  for 
them.  They  may,  pofljbly,  perceive,  that  the  load  on 
their  own  mifgiving  confciences,  would  fink  them,  were 
it  not  for  the  light  expedient  of  forced  mirth,  like  a 
bladder  filled  with  wind,  to  keep  them  above  water  : 
and  that  they,  fometimes,  have  their  doubts,  and  mil- 
giving's  of  heart,  it  is  reafonable  to  believe.  To  give 
full-eftabli(hed  fecurity  is  the  incommunicable  privilege 

of  the  Gofpel. 

For  the  reafons  above,  I  venture  to  fet  down  envy 
among  the  caufes  of  infidelity,  though  (I  think)  by 
others  overlooked.  And  further,  I  believe  it  to  be  a 
very  principal  caufe  of  lettered  infidelity  m  the  world 
Other,  but  not  greater  vices  are,  doubclefs,  the  cmef 
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caufe  of  infidelity  in  lower,  and  illiterate,  life ;  where 
fenfe  has  no  rival  in  thought,  but  tyrannizes  alone. 

But  whatever  is  the  caufe  of  their  infidelity,  be  it 
ignorance ,  vanity,  envy ,  or  any  other  vice,  their  infide¬ 
lity  will  naturally  have  fome  efifedt  in  our  favour.  It  is 
much  to  be  hoped,  that  it  will  put  us  on  our  guard,  and 
make  us  better  men.  Our  leading  a  bad  life,  is  playing 
into  their  hands.  It  is  giving  them  an  argument  in  the 
debate,  againll  ourfelves.  Though  the  argument  is  bad, 
yet  is  it  an  argument  ftill.  And  fince  they  have  none 
but  bad  arguments,  and  fuch  they  will  make  ufe  of,  we 
fhould  not  increafe  the  number.  That  is  like  furnilhing 
them  with  ammunition  to  protradl  the  war  :  and  though 
the  war  protradted  will  not  hurt  us,  yet  will  it  hurt 
them ;  and,  as  we  are  Chriftians,  that  (hould  give  us 
an  equal  concern. 

Secondly,  Chriftianity  may  thank  its  opponents  for  much 
new  light,  from  time  to  time,  thrown  in  on  the  fublime 
excellence  of  its  nature,  and  the  manifeftation  of  its 
truth  :  opponents,  in  fome  fort,  more  welcome  than  its 
friends ;  as  they  do  it  fignal  fervice  without  running  it 
in  debt  -,  and  have  no  demand  on  our  gratitude  for  the 
favours  they  confer.  The  llronger  its  adverfaries,  the 
greater  its  triumph  :  the  more  it  is  difputed,  the  more 
indifputably  will  it  fhine.  With  what  pious  pleafure 
mull  you  fee  the  brighteft  talents  ftriking  at  it,  widi  the 
moft  hearty  good-will,  yet  dropping  harmlefs,  like  oid 
Priam’s  fpear  ? 

Telum  itnbelle  fne  iflu 
Conjecit ;  rauco  quod  protenus  eere  repulfum  ; 

Et  fummo  clypei  nequicqua?n  umbone  pependit .  Virg. 

G  4  Chriftianity, 
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Chriftianity,  that  great  fupport  of  man’s  welfare,  and 
God’s  glory,  like  a  well-built  arch,  the  greater  load  of 
oppofition,  and  reproach,  its  enemy  lays  on  it,  the  * 
llronger  it  Hands. 

[ Thirdly ,  Their  antichriftian  writings  may  detett  them  : 
for  iince  (as  fhewn  above)  a  falfe  faith,  or  no  faith  at 
all,  is  the  natural  confequence  of  a  bad  life,  it  is  pof- 
fible  that  the  gentlemen  in  the  oppofition,  while  they 
are  giving  us  their  opinions,  may  be  giving  us  more  : 
They  may  be  difcovering  their  morals ,  while  they  mean 
only  to  teach  us  their  creed:  And,  thus,  they  may  carry, 
like  Bellerophon ,  their  own  condemnation,  while  they 
imagine  they  are,  gracioufly,  conveying  intelligence, 
and  new  light,  to  mankind  :  So  that  the  old  proverb, 
Bclleropbontis  liter#,  may  be  a  proper  motto  for  the 
learned  labours  of  them  all. 

But  condemnation  from  others  will  be  much  more 
fupportable  than  their  own  ;  if  that  Ihould  fall  on  them. 
And  where  is  he  on  whom  it  fnall  not  one  day  fall  ?  If 
a  man  born  blind,  who  had  never  fo  much  as  heard  of 
the  fun,  moon,  and  liars,  Ihould  fuddenly  receive  fight ; 
he  would  not  be  more  allonilhed  at  the  firft  rulhing  in  of 
thofe  material  glories,  than  would  the  man,  by  vice 
iiruck  blind  to  religion,  be,  at  his  firft  conviftion  of 
heavenly  truths,  ws.  divine  manifellatioRS,  awful  revela¬ 
tions,  fulfilled  prophecies,  numberlefs  miracles ;  and  one 
unbroken  chain  of  marvellous  expedients,  from  before 
creation  to  this  hour,  for  our  falvation  ;  thofe  fpiritual 
luminaries;  thofe  (dare  I  fay)  fun,  moon,  and  liars,  of 
the  moral  world  ;  if  God  Ihould  give  him  light,  rill 
then,  walking  in  darknefs,  he  mull  miftake danger  for 
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fafety,  frame  for  glory,  and  mifchief  for  pleafure. 
Like  the  blinded  of  Sodom ,  he  reaches  eagerly  after,  and 
prefles  hard  for,  enjoyment ;  but  of  real  enjoyment,  of 
true  felicity,  he  cannot  find  the  door;  as  I  propofe 
frewing  in  my  next. 

If  fome  part  of  it  may  feem  too  fevere,  I  mud  ob- 
ferve,  that  no  man  can  ftrike  fire  with  a  feather.  A  fire 
elemental  is  diffufed  through  all  nature,  though  lock’d 
up  in  dark  matter,  and  unapparent  in  moft  parts  of  our 
globe.  Thus,  I  conceive,  that  there  is  divine  grace 
fpread  through  all  hearts  (where  not  intirely  quenched 
by  vice),  though  unadive,  and  dormant  in  i hem.  No 
flight  animadverfion  can  awake  it.  It  mull  be  a  blow  of 
fome  force,  that  ftrikes  it  out  of  a  heart  of  flint.  And 
fuch  there  muft  be  in  thefe  days  of  darknefs,  when  few 
fparks  of  grace  are  apparent.  Such  there  muji  be  when 
infidelity  prevails ;  for  infidelity,  and  faith,  are  the  day, 
and  night,  of  the  moral  world.  One  reveals,  the  other 
hides,  heaven  from  our  thoughts.  Happy  am  I  if  this 
Letter  frail  occafion  the  {mallei!  dawn  on  but  one  Angle 
heart,  in  this  our  grand  eclipfe.  With  you,  dear  Sir,, 
the  dawn  is  long  fince  part  ;  and  that  you  may  continue 
in  the  light,  till  heaven,  at  that  knock  of  faith  which 
only  will  be  heard,  frail  admit  you  into  perfed  day, 
where  undifputed  truth,  and  unmifakcn  pleafure,  with  end- 
left,  glory,  crown  the  juft;  this  is  the  prayer  of 

Tour  Ajfeftionate 

Humble  Servant, 
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Dear  Sir , 


I  Now  proced  to  fay  fomething  of  Fleafure\  that  fub- 
jeft  which  you  fo  warmly  recommend ;  not  aware, 

I  believe,  that  it  may  be  long  before  men,  whofe  faults 
fa  the  public  eye  at  defiance,  will  learn  to  blulh  when 
alone  in  their  clofets.  And  till  then,  what  hope  of  much 
reformation  from  the  pen?  Befides,  though  our  tranf- 
grefiions  with  regard  to  pleafure  are  great  j  yet  they  are 
not  new.  To  the  fcandal  of  the  antediluvians  be  it  fpoken, 
there  were  Britifti  iniquities  before  the  flood.  To  iuch  a 
degree  have  all  moral  fubje&s  been  exhaufted,  that  it  is 
difficult  for  a  writer  on  them  not  to  repeat,  though  he  ts 
no  plagiary.  But  your  defires  are  an  apology  for  my  de¬ 
ficiencies  in  compliance  with  them. 
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Whether  we  are  more  hardened  in  infidelity,  or 
foftened  in  pleafure  may  be  difputed  :  but  none  can  deny 
that  the  love  of  pleafure  is  the  root  of  every  crime. 
Theft,  murder,  perjury,  are  a  few  of  its  fatal  fruits  ;  nor 
the  word.  But  I  fhall  not  dip  fo  deep  in  its  confe- 
quences;  yet  deep  enough  to  render  the  name  of  a  man 
cf  pleafure,  which  fome  affedl  for  their  honour,  not  only 
ridiculous,  but  deteftable. 

What  an  extravagant  dominion  does  pleafure  exercife 
over  us  ?  It  is  not  only  the  pedilence  that  walketh  in 
darknefs  ;  but  an  arrow  that  deilroyeth  at  noon-day. 
The  moon  hides  her  face  at  our  midnight  enormities ; 
and  the  morning  blulhes  on  our  unfinifhed  debauch.  I 
am  almod  tempted  to  fay  that  our  impudent  folly  puts 
nature  out  of  countenance.  But  there  is  no  need  by 
words  to  exaggerate  the  fatal  truth.  Our  luxury  is  be¬ 
yond  example,  and  beyond  bounds ;  it  flops  not  at  the 
poor  :  even  they  that  live  on  alms  are  infe&ed  with  it. 

It  has  often  been  obferved,  that  it  is  with  dates,  as 
with  men.  They  have  their  birth,  growth,  health,  dif- 
temper,  decay,  and  death.  Men  fometimes  drop  fud- 
denly  by  an  apoplexy  ;  dates,  by  conquefl ;  in  full  vi¬ 
gour,  both.  As  man  owes  his  mortality  to  original 
fin ;  fome  flates  owe  their  fall  to  fome  defeat,  or  infeli¬ 
city,  in  their  original  conflitution.  But  contra&ed  dis¬ 
temper  is  the  moil  common  ruin  of  dates,  and  men. 
And  what  national  didemper  more  mortal  than  our  own  ? 
On  the  foft  beds  of  luxury  mod  kingdoms  have  expired. 

If  caufes  fhould  not  fail  of  their  ufual  edeft  if  our 
national  didemper,  far  from  being  cutaneous  at  prefent, 
fhould  reach  the  vitals  of  our  date  j  how  applicable  to 

this 
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this  opulent,  proud,  profligate  metropolis,  (which  calls 
the  fea  her  own,  and  whole  vices,  more  diffufive,  are 
without  a  Ihore)  would  be  the  prophet’s  facred  dirge 
over  antient  Tyre  ;  whole  fea-born  wealth,  and  hell-born 
iniquity,  let  it  not  be  faid,  was  but  a  prelude  to  our 
own  ?  And  yet  if  we  proceed  in  our  infernal  career,  that 
moll  infamous  reproach  may  become  but  too  true. 

The  fublime,  and  moll  memorable  words  run  thus ; 
and  I  cannot  but  think  that,  at  prefent,  they  mull  have  a 
formidable  found  in  a  Britilh  ear.  '*  Is  this  the  joyous 
“  city  ?  whofe  antiquity  is  of  days  remote  ?  whofe  mer- 
“  chants  were  princes,  and  her  traffickers  the  honour- 
“  able  of  the  earth  ?  whofe  revenue  was  the  harvell  of 
“  rivers?  and  her  exchange  the  mart  of  nations?  who 
“  fat  as  a  queen  ;  llretched  out  her  hand  over  the  feas ; 

and  Ihook  the  kingdoms  ?  But  (he  is  fallen!  (he  is 
“  fallen  !  Heaven  has  llained  the  pride  of  all  glory. 
«  How  forely  mull  you  be  pained  at  the  report  ?  ” 

Has  not  Britain  reafon  to  be  more  deeply  ftruck  with 
this  part  of  Scripture  than  the  reft  of  mankind  ?  The 
prophecy  as  yet,  indeed,  through  mercy,  is  unfulfilled 
in  us ;  but  if  Britain  continues,  like  Tyre, — “  To  fing 
“  as  a  harlot ;  to  take  the  harp  ;  to  make  fweet  melody  . 
(i  fing  many  fongs ;  turn  to  her  hire ;  and  commit  for- 
“  nication  with  all  the  kingdoms  of  the  world," — her 
fall  is  to  be  feared,  unlefs  the  fate  of  moft  former  em¬ 
pires  betray  us  into  miftake  ;  and  that  national  poifon 
which  has  ever  proved  mortal,  is  mortal  no  more.  If 
the  fate  of  kingdoms  is  lodged  in  a  juft,  and  impartial 
hand,  what  but  the  grofieft  felf-flattcry  can  banifh  our 
fears  ?  And  if  our  fears  are  banilhed,  leave  it  not  unob- 

ferved. 
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ferved,  that  our  very  want  of  fear  is  a  proof  of  our 
danger:  for  Heaven  infatuates,  when  it  determines  to 
deftroy. 

But  fuch  a  general  face  of  affluence,  and  gaiety* 
a  Are  thefe  figns  of  ruin  ?”  Not  figns  only,  but  caufes 
of  it  too.  Not  Babylon  alone  has  been  fmitten  at  a  ban¬ 
quet,  and  perifhed  in  its  joys.  Molt  nations  have  been 
gay  ell,  when  nearelt  to  their  end  ;  and,  like  a  taper  in 
the  focket,  have  blazed,  as  they  expired. 

Were  our  fathers  to  rife  from  their  graves,  they  would 
conceive  that  their  fortune  had  thrown  them  on  fome 
day  of  public  feftivity,  nor  imagine  that  every  day  was 
drunk  of  the  fame  difeafe.  By  our  gaiety,  we  feem  to 
celebrate  the  perpetual  triumph  of  the  millennium  1 
by  our  vices,  to  add  to  it  the  manners  of  the  antedilu¬ 
vian  world  ;  and,  by  our  fecurity  under  them,  to  put 
full  confidence  in  the  divine  promife  that  the  world  (hall 
be  drowned  no  more.  If  with  the  vices  of  the  antedilu¬ 
vians,  we  had  their  years  too,  more  might  be  faid  in  our 
excufe  :  but  to  weigh  fuch  a  moment  againft  eternity, 
{hews  that  the  ballance  is  in  very  weak  hands.  The 
world,  which  the  divine  vengeance  fvvept  away  for  its 
enormities,  was  incapable  of  fo  great  a  guilt. 

But  in  fo  general  a  diffolution  of  manners,  are  there 
none  that  hand  inti  tied  to  more  particular  biame  ?  Are 
not  our  great  patrons  of  luxury  a  fort  of  anti-Curtii,  who 
leap  into  the  gulph  for  the  ruin  of  their  country  ?  Their 
country’s  ruin  they  threaten  by  the  malignity  of  their 
example;  while  by  the  profufion  of  their  expence  they 
nearly  finilh  their  own.  What  a  weaknefs  is  felf-denial  ? 

what  idle  felf- tormentors  are  penitents  ?  what  wretched 
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lunatics,  or  grofs  fuicides,  are  the  noble^army  of  mar- 

rs,  if  theft  men  are  in  the  right  ?  How  cheap  would 
their  pleafures  come,  if  they  coll  them  nothing  more 
than  their  health,  credit,  and  e dates  ? 

Pleafure  is  in  fome  fort  more  pernicious  than  diredt 
vice.  Vice  has,  naturally,  fome  horror  in  it.  ltftartles, 
and  alarms  the  confcience,  and  puts  us  on  our  guard. 
Pleafure,  under  the  colour  of  being  harmlefs,  has  an 
opiate  in  it ;  it  llupefies,  and  befots.  In  the  foft  lap  of 
pleafure  confcience  falls  adeep.  Vice,  lofing  its  horror, 
becomes  familiar.  And  as  vice  increafes,  fome  expe¬ 
dient  becomes  necedary  to  reconcile  us  to  ourfelves. 
Thus,  looking  out  for  fome  fhadow  of  excufe,  we  natu¬ 
rally  Aide  into  groundlefs  doubts,  and  become  infidels 
out  of  pure  felf  defence. 

And,  as  pleafure  makes  us  infidels,  by  ftupefying  the 
confcience  j  fo  it  makes  us  very  bad  hufbands  of  tem¬ 
poral  enjoyments,  by  darkening  our  underilandings ;  and 
thus  unqualifies  us  for  the  very  point  to  which  alone  we 
pretend. 

,  r  •.  -  "  4 

It  is  this  cloud  on  their  undemanding  which  hinders 
cur  voluptuaries  from  difeerning,  that  their  blind  rage 
for  pleafure  turns  blefllngs  into  their  reverfe.  Birth, 
education,  and  abundance,  are  great  bleffings ;  but, 
abufed  by  pleafure  into  motives  and  inftruments  of  indul¬ 
gence,  birth  is  more  ignoble  than  obfeurity  ;  knowlege 
is  more  pernicious  than  ignorance  ;  and  abundance  more 
a  misfortune  than  want.  Men  of  rank  (and  of  fuch  I 
fpeak)  if  wrong,  can  fcarce  avoid  finning  beyond  them- 
felves.  How  pellilential  their  example  falls  on  the  lower 
world,  which,  under  the  welcome  force  of  fuch  illuftrious 
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authority,  turn  difiblute,  as  much  for  the  fake  of  theiF 
credit  and  fortune,  as  of  their  lulls ;  pride,  and  intereft, 
bringing  needlefs  fuccour  to  loofe  defire ;  and  Tyburn 
has  fometimes  reaped,  what  afiemblies  have  fown.  Great 
men  in  the  wrong,  are  powerful  engines  of  mifchief, 
and,  like  buriling  bombs,  deftroy  themfelves,  and  all 
around  them. 

And  as  to  the  two  fupreme  blefiings,  and. glories  of 
man,  their  reafon  and  immortality  ;  thefe,  as  they  manage 
it,  fame  out  into  vengeance  too  great  to  be  mentioned 
without  horror.  Their  reafon  ferves  only  to  render  them 
more  guilty  ;  and  their  immortality  to  render  endlefs  the 
fad  wages  of  their  guilt. 

It  is  this  cloud  on  our  underfianding  which  makes  us 
fo  little  mailers  in  the  very  fcience  we  profefs.  Happi- 
nefs  is  our  lludy,  but  are  we  not  dunces  in  it  ?  We  know 
not,  or  feem  not  to  know,  that  all  real  enjoyment  lies 
within  the  compafs  of  God’s  commands  ;  which  abridge 
not,  but  defend  them  :  that  when  we  dip  too  deep  in 
pleafure,  we  liir  a  fediment,  that  renders  it  impure,  and 
noxious:  that  (as  much  a  paradox  as  it  may  feem)  the 
bell  means  of  arriving  at  the  true  pleafures  of  the  body, 
is  to  preferve,  and  cultivate,  the  powers  of  the  foul  ;  and 
that  a  good  underfianding  is,  in  man,  the  fource,  and 
.fecurity,  of  mere  animal  delight. 

Let  thefe  gentlemen  take  notice  that  I  am  not  againft 
enjoyment;  I  am  as  great  a  lover  of  it,  as  they  ;  for 
without  a  relifh  of  the  good  things  of  life,  we  cannot  be 
thankful.  Enjoy,  but  enjoy  reafonably,  and  thankfully 
to  the  great  Donor ;  that  will  fecure  us  from  excefs.  To 
enjoy,  is  our  wifdom,  and  our  duty. ;  it  is  the  great  lelfon 

of 
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of  human  life;  but  a  lefi'on  which  few  have  learned; 
and  none  lefs  than  thefe ,  who  proclaim  themfelves  majlers 


of  art  in  it. 


It  is  this  pleafure-bred  cloud  on  the  undemanding, 
which  makes  us  forget,  that  virtue  is  the  health  of  the 
'foul  :  that  all  provifion,  and  parade  from  without,  can- 
make  a  fenfualift  juft  as  happy,  as  the  fame  can  make  an 
invalid:  that  both  have  pains  adhering,  neceftarily,  to 
their  prefent  ftate  :  that  both  have  rather  remedies,  than 
joys:  that  afiemblies,  balls,  mafquerades,  &c.  are  but 
as  well-ftored  hofpitals,  unneceffary  to  the  found;  and 
but  poor  palliatives  to  the  fick :  though  pretenders  to 
more  than  health,  they  confefs  our  diftemper ;  and,  what 
is  worfe,  increafe  the  diftemper  they  confefs :  and  that 
of  diftempers  the  worft,  a  wrong  judgment  in  our  moft 
important  point. 

I  grant,  that  in  the  boundjefs  field  of  licentioufnefs,. 
fome  baftard  joys  may  rife,  that  look  gay,  more  efpe- 
cially  at  a  diftance  ;  but  they  foon  wither.  No  joys  are 
always  fweet,  and  flourifn  long,  but  fuch  as  have  felf- 
approbation  for  their  root,  and  the  divine  favour  for 
their  ftielter.  We  are  for  rootlefs  joys,  joys  beyond 
appetite  ;  which  is  the  foie  root  of  fenfual  delight.  We 
are  for  joys,  not  of  man’s  native  growth,  but  forced  up 
by  luxurious  art :  dung’d  by  great  expence  ;  and  fhone 
on,  not  by  the  divine  favour,  but  a  ftrong  imagination, 
which  gives  them  all  their  little  tafte  ;  and  makes  them 
apt,  like  other  crude  fruits,  to  furfeit,  and  deftroy.  We 
are,  in  a  word,  for  joys  of  our  own  creation,  the  feeds 
of  which  Heaven  never  fowed  in  our  hearts.  But  we 
may  as  well  invade  another  prerogative  of  Heaven,  and. 
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with  the  tyrant  of  Elis ,  pretend  to  make  thunder  and 
lightning,  .as  real  j;oy.  I  fay  real  joy  ;  joy  we  may 
make,  but  not  chearfulnefs.  Joy  may  fubfift  without 
thought;  chearfulnefs  rifes  from  it.  Joy  is  from  the 
pulfe ;  chearfulnefs  from  the  heart.  That  may  give  a 
momentary  flalh  of  pleafure  ;  this  alone  makes  a  happy 
man.  And  happy  men  there  may  be,  who  never 
laughed  in  their  lives:  and  in  a  fituation,  where  reafon 
calls  for  the  reverfe,  there  is  not  in  nature  fo  melancholy 
a  thing  as  joy. 

It  is  this  intdle&ual  cloud,  which  hangs,  like  a  fog, 
over  every  gay  refort  of  our  moral  invalids  (though  in¬ 
visible  to  common  eyes),  which  flings  us  not  only  into 
mUlakes,  but  contradictions.  How  fick  are  we  of  yefter- 
day  f  yet  how  fond  of  to-morrow,,  though  devoted  to 
the  fame  cheat  as  the  paft  ?  Which  flings  us  into  con¬ 
tradictions  not  only  in  reafon  ;  but  contradictions  to 
fenfe.  We  can’t  believe  that  fatigue,  is  fatigue  ;  let  its 
caufe  be  what  it  will.  Too  much  recreation  tires  as 
much,  as  too  much  bufinefs ;  yet  one  we  fvvallow  ;  are 
choaked  by  the  other.  The  man  of  bufinefs  has,  at 
leaft,  his  feventh  day's  reft.  Our  fever  for  folly  never 
intermits.  Our  week  has  no  fabbath  in  it.  So  much 
harder  is  the  mafter  whom  we  ferve,  than  that  of  better 
men  ;  and  yet,  to  our  infamous  honour  be  it  fpoken, 
we  are  better  fervants  than  they.  How  do  we  run,  la¬ 
bour,  expend  ;  expofe  ourfelves,  hurt  our  families,  re¬ 
fill  unbounded,  eternal  temptations  to  wifdom  ;  offer 
up  the  rich  facrifice  of  confcience,  and  underilanding  ; 
watch  ;  watch  late  ;  and  all,  but  pray,  for  his  fervice  ? 
Quite  jaded  with  protraCled  amufements,  we  yawn  over 
them.  The  dull  drone  of  nominal  diverfion  ftill  hum¬ 
ming 
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ming  on,  when  the  fhort  tune  of  enjoyment  is  over,  lulls 
us  quite  afleep.  Like  the  bear  in  the  fable,  we  hug  our 
darling  to  death.  Inftead  of  rejoicing  in  tribulation  (of 
which  few  among  us  ever  heard),  we  forrow  in  delight : 
for,  to  fpeak  the  truth  (though  we  would  not  have  it 
divulged),  we  tread  this  eternal  round  of  vanities,  lefs, 
for  the  pleafure  it  brings,  than  for  the  pain  it  fufpends. 
It  is  a  refuge,  not  a  prize.  Like  criminals  (as  we  are), 
we  fly  to  it  from  our  much-injured,  unforgiving  foes, 
from  ourfelvesj  which  chide  and  fling  us,  when  alone  ; 
when  together,  we  fupport  each  others  fpirits  ;  which  is 
like  Tailors  clinging  to  each  other  for  fafety,  when  the 
veffel  is  finking.  We  fly  from  ourfelves,  becaufe  we  firft 
fly  from  our  Maker.  Wretched  flight!  Hell  is  nothing 
but  an  intire  abfence  from  Him  ;  and  every  partial  de¬ 
parture  has  its  proportion  of  it. 


But  thofe  deep  draughts  of  pleafure  which  befot  us, 
muft  anfwer  for  all  abfurdities ;  and,  among  the  reft,  for 
our  intire  ignorance  of  the  nature  of  that  world  in  which 
we  live.  Mirth  at  a  funeral  is  fcarce  more  indecent  and 
unnatural,  than  a  perpetual  flight  of  gaiety,  and  burlt 
of  exultation,  in  a  world  like  this:  a  world,  which  may 
feem  a  paradife  to  fools,  but  is  an  hofpital  with  the  wife  : 
a  world,  in  which  bare  efcape  is  a  prime  felicity.  Ejfit- 
gere  ejl  triu?nphus. 

The  numberlefs  pains  of  body,  and  mind  ;  the  dark, 
folemn  approaches  to,  or  difmal  veftibules  of,  the  grave, 
as  well  as  opening  graves  thernfelves,  are  fo  thick  fcat- 
tered  over  the  face  of  the  whole  earth,  that  an  unpetri¬ 
fied  heart  can’t  look  round,  without  feeling  an  inevitable 
damp,  and  general  difconfolation  ;  and  venting  a  flgh 
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univerfal  for  the  whole  family  of  Adam,  for  the  lot  of 
all  mankind.  Nothing  but  ftrong  faith  in  eternal  life 
could  hinder  tears  from  burfting  o’er  it :  Nor  are  tears 
too  much;  for  fympathy  is  the  chief  duty  of  human 
life. 

Were  one  tenth  part  of  the  wretched nefs  feen ,  that  is 
felt,  it  would  ftrike  us  with  horror.  Heaven  means  to 
make  one  half  of  the  fpecies  a  moral  ie&ure  to  the  other. 
It  furrounds  us  with  deplorable  obje&s,  not  more  for  the 
fake  of  the  wretched,  than  for  our  own  ;  that  our  com¬ 
panion  awaken’d,  may  awaken  our  prudence  ;  and  teach 
us  what  we  have  to  do ,  by  fnewing  us  what  we  have  t0 
fear.  Shall  the  rich,  and  the  well-educated,  throw 
their  abundance  down  the  fink  of  unprofitable  and  un- 
tafted  delights,  while  untaught  multitudes  miftake,  and 
fin ;  and  indigent  multitudes  (hiver,  and  ftarve  ?  While 
we  think  we  are  fparing  expences,  we  are  running  in 
debt.  How  deep  are  we  in  arrears  to  the  difirefied  ? 
The  difirefied  have,  from  reafon,  as  juft  a  demand  on 
our  fuperfiuities,  as  we  have,  from  law,  on  our  ftewards 
for  our  eftates.  But  this  is  no  play-debt ,  and  therefore, 
without  dilhonour,  undifcharged. 

Is  then  my  repeated  cerifure  of  intellectual  darknefs 
too  fevere  ?  I  wifh  it  were.  But,  alas  !  how  diftant 
from  their  thoughts  are  the  points  the  mod  important  ? 
How  foreign  to  their  intereft,  all  that  is  neareft  their 
hearts  ?  When  I  fpeak  of  their  darknefs,  I  do  not  for- 
rrgt  mv  own.  There  is  not  that  man  on  earth  that  does 

iD  * 

not  well  deferve  cenfure,  and  even  from  them.  But 
there  is  difference  in  deviation  from  the  right.  Mulat¬ 
tos  are  not  Ethiopians.  I  grant  in  their  excufe,  that, 
7  though 
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though  all  can  fee  folly  in  pleafures  paft,  yet  muft  he 
! be  wifer  than  Solomon ,  who  fees  it  in  thofe  to  come. 
Yet  wifer  than  Solomon ,  in  this  refpedl,  mujl  we  be,  or 
continue  mere  ideots ;  and  ideots  with  regard  to  the 
: prefent  life;  for  this  life’s  enjoyment  lies,  chiefly,  in  our 
jtitle  to  the  joys  of  the  next;  as  earth  becomes  fruitful 
from  the  kind  influence  of  the  diftant  fun. 

And  now  what  occafion  of  advancing  any  thing  more 
to  the  condemnation  of  thefe  fons  of  Epicurus ,  and  in 
disfavour  of  pleafure,  than  this,  .viz.  That  by  darken¬ 
ing  our  underftandings,  it  robs  us  of  this  world  ;  and  by 
iftupefying  our  confciences,  of  the  next.  So  far  are  they 
from  their  boafted  happinefs,  that  even  in  the  judgment 
}f  a  Heathen  (not  to  mention  the  Scripture,  of  much 
fefs  authority  with  them),  they  are  dead  while  yet  alive. 
Ts  demuvi  vivere,  atjue  an'nnd  frui  videtur  ;  qui  alicui 
In  tent  us  negotio ,  aut  artis  ban<e ,  aut  pratclari  facinoris,fa - 
nam  queer  it.  Sal  luff. 

It  is  faid  of  their  mafter  Epicurus,  Deos  verbis  rcliquit , 
•f  fujlulit.  By  his,  and  their,  goddefs,  Pleafure ,  they 
,lo  juft  the  fame.  They  loudly  boaft,  and  effeaually 
leftroy,  it ;  the  hrft,  through  want  of  modefty  ;  the  laft, 
hrough  want  of  undemanding.  But  they  muft  keep 
ihemfelves  in  countenance,  though  out  of  heart ;  and 
nuke  themfelves  fome  fmall  amends  from  vanity,  for 
vhat  is  wanting  to  reafon,  and  to  fenfe. 

Nor  tread  they  their  Mafter’s  fteps  in  this  alone.  He, 
Hit  of  a  fvvarm  of  dancing  atoms  was  for  making  a 
i/orld :  'They,  out  of  a  giddy  whirl  of  innumerable 
mufements,  thole  minute  particles  of  pleafure,  are  for 
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forming  happinefs  :  A  fyftem  equally  philofophical ;  and 
of  equal  fuccefs.  A  God  alone  can  make  one;  the 
god-like  only  can  atchieve  the  other;  And  where  are 
they'  to  be  found  in  his  hopeful  fchooi  ? 

The  one  thing  necejfary  for  happinefs  is  in  common  to 
both  worlds  ;  this,  and  the  next.  In  vain  we  feek  a 
different  receipt  for  it,  one  in  time,  another  in  eternity. 
Virtue  wanting,  every  thing  elfe  becomes  neceffary  to 
hanpinefs,  and  ineffeftual.  To  what  amounts,  then, 
the  boaft  of  their  numberlefs  felicities  ?  It  brings,  in 
proof  of  their  happinefs,  a  demonflration  of  their  mi- 
fery.  A  good  man  Jhall  he  fatisfied  from  himfelf  alone. 

A  bad  man  (hall  be  diffatisfied,  with  all  the  world  at 

his  devotion. 

But  there  is  a  third  particular,  in  which,  if  they  had 
followed  their  Mailer,  it  would  have  been  more  for  their 
advantage,  and  credit:  An  indulgent  Providence  has 
abundantly  provided  us  with  irreproveable  pleafures ; 
why  are  thefe  fwept  away  with  an  ungrateful  hand,  to 
make  room  for  poifons  of  our  own  deadly  compofuion, 
to  be  placed  in  their  Head  ?  Epicurus  was  in  love  with 
his  gardens.  But  that  is  an  amour  too  innocent  for 
tpem  ;  A  garden  has  ever  had  the  praiie,  and  affedion, 
of  the  wife.  What  is  requifue  to  make  a  wife,  and 
happy  man,  but  refledion,  and  peace  ?  and  both  are  the 
natural  growth  of  a  garden.  Nor  is  a  garden  only  a 
promoter  of  a  good  man’s  happinefs,  but  a  pidure  of  it; 
and,  in  lome  fort,  (hews  him  to  himfelf.  Its  culture, 
order,  fruitfulnefs,  and  feclufion  from  the  world,  com¬ 
pared  to  the  weeds,  wildnefs,  and  expofure  o!  a  common 
field,  is  no  bad  emblem  of  a  good  man,  compared  to 
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the  multitude.  A  garden  weeds  the  mind  ;  it  weeds  it 
of  worldly  thoughts ;  and  Tows  celefiial  feed  .in  their 
dead.  For  what  fee  we  there,  but  what  awakens  in  us 
our  gratitude  to  heaven  ?  A  garden  to  the  virtuous  is  a 
paradife  Hill  extant ;  a  paradife  unlofi.  What  a  rich 
prefent  from  heaven  of  fweet  incenfe  to  man,  was  wafted 
in  that  breeze  ?  What  a  delightful  entertainment  of  fight 
glows  on  yonder  bed,  as  if  in  kindly  fhowers  the  watry 
bow  had  died  all  itsmoft  celeftial  colours  on  it  ?  Here 
are  no  obje&s  that  fire  the  paflions :  None  that  do  not 
inflruft  the  underllanding,  and  better  the  heart,  while 
they  delight  the  fenfe ;  but  not  the  fenfe  of  thefe  men. 
To  them  the  tulip  has  no  colours;  the  rofe  no  feent  : 
Their  palate  for  Pleafure  is  fo  deadened,  and  burnt  out, 
by  the  violent  ftroke  of  higher  tafl.es,  as  leaves  no  fen- 
fibility  for  the  fofter  impreffions  of  thefe  ;  much  lei's  for 
the  relilh  of  thofe  philofophic,  or  moral,  fentiments, 
which  the  verdant  walk,  clear  flream ,  embowering 
lhade,  pendant  fruit,  or  riling  flower,  thofe  fpeechlefs, 
not  powerlefs,  orators,  ever  praifmg  their  great  Author, 
infpire  :  Much  lefs  ftill  for  their  religious  infpirations. 
Who  cannot  look  on  a  flower  till  he  frightens  himfelf 
out  of  infidelity  ?  Religion  is  the  natural  growth  of  the 
works  of  God;  and  infidelity,  of  the  inventions  of 
men. 

Spiritually  blind,  deaf,  and  ftupid,  they  fee  not  the 
great  Omniprefent  walking  in  the  garden  ;  they  hear  not 
his  call ;  they  know  not  that  they  are  naked  ;  they  hide 
not  among  the  trees ;  but  Hand  in  open  defiance  of  his 
laws.  Religion  is  far  from  them. 

And  where  can  we  hope  religion,  if  not  in  age  ?  And 
I!  Vol.  IV,  H  are 
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are  there  Hecubas  to  be  found  among  the  bright  Helens 
of  our  times  r  Is  diverfion  grown  a  leveller,  like  death? 
Can  affemblies  banidi  didinaion,  and  (hew  us  all  dates, 
like  church-yards  ?  The  latter,  for  their  years,  is  the 
more  proper  feene.  Give  me  leave,  Sir,  to  addrefs  them  ; 
and  addrefs  them  in  hade  :  They  may  die  by  to-morrow. 
To-night  they  are  diining  at  the  affembly.  Thither,  for 
a  moment,  imagination  tranfports  me  to  attend  them. 

“  So  various,  Ladies !  and  cogent,  are  the  reafons 
“  which  might  call  you  to  this  place,  that  I  am  at  a  lofs 
««  which  to  thank  for  the  honour  it  receives.  Come 
«  you  to  admire,  or  to  be  admired  ?  Your  modefty  de- 
<<  dines  the  lad.  Come  you  out  of  kindnefs,  then,  to 
“  authorife  thofe  amufements,  you  chufe  not  to  adorn  ? 

<<  Or  come  you,  out  of  companion,  to  make  thefe  young 
“  criminals  appear  more  innocent,  than  they  could  ap- 
t(  pear  uncompared  with  fuperior  indiferetion  ?  Or  come 
“  you,  out  of  piety,  to  return  thanks  at  this  religious 
«  }00Uj-Ci  for  your  fo  narrowly  efcaping  the  grave  ?  Or 
“  come  you,  out  of  pure  generofity,  to  heighten  the 
“  mirth  of  the  night  ?  Your  point  is  carried.  What 
«  borrowed  ornaments  are  thefe  ?  Is  vanity  dill  in  its 
«  fpring  ?  Is  the  folly  of  hairlefs  heads  putting  forth 
«  its  gay  bloffoms  in  the  December  of  life  ?  Age  can- 
44  not  drop  its  dignity,  and  yet  retain  its  privileges.  It 
^  mud  be  laughed  at,  if  it  will  not  be  revered  ;  and  ob¬ 
it  ie&s  of  reverence  cannot  enter  at  thefe  doors.  We 
“  reverence  age,  as  we  reverence  noble  birth;  on  fup- 
“  pofition,  both :  If  our  fuppofition  proves  falfe,  our 
«  homage  dies. 

44  A  little  entertainment,  you  fay,  is  natural.— What 

“  a  por- 
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“  a  portentous  jumble  of  feafons,  what  a  violation  of 
j  .  “  nature  is  this ;  winter  dancing  with  the  fpring  ?  Where 
“  are  the  fir  ft  partakers  of  your  paftimes,  when  paftimes 
“  became  you  ?  Their  very  monuments  are  in  ruins. 
“  What  real  connexion  of  heart,  or  interefts,  can  you 
**  have  with  any  now  alive  ?  And  without  fuch  connec- 
“  tion,  how  infipid  your  commerce  with  them?  Sure'* 
“  you  cannot  approve  Mezen  this's  connection  of  the 
“  living  with  the  dead. 

“  Hang  your  hours,  though,  probably,  fo  few,  fo  ‘very 
“  heavy  on  your  hands,  that  you  had  rather  bear  con- 
“  tempt,  than  them  ?  Is  it  drowned  by  the  fprightly 
“  viol,  or  hear  you  yon  folemn  bell  ?  Wants  that  the 
“  power  to  call  you  to  your  clofets,  which  calls  your 
“  grand-children  to  their  graves?  Is  it  thus  you  difeharge 
“  the  duties  of  age  to  the  riling  generation  ?  Whatever 
“  feeds  of  prudence  you  would  low  in  their  hearts,  be- 
“  fore  they  can  take  root,  thefe  vanities  blow  away  ; 
“  efpecially,  if  you,  like  the  ladies  of  Lapland,  heighten 
“  the  *  hurricane  yourfelves. 

“  Have  you  never  heard,  my  good  Ladies,  of  the  re- 
“  demption  of  time  ?  You  carry  j-ours  to  market, 
and  fell  it  for  nothing  ;  nay,  you  dearly  buy  it  off 
S  “  your  hands.  Can  nothing  but  fuch  trifles,  fuch  mur- 
tc  aer  of  time,  make  you  think  that  you  are  alive  ?  Can 
“  nothing  but  the  ftroke  of  death  convince  you,  you 
“  (hall  die  ?  To  their  beauty  alone,  too  much  arnufe- 
“  ment  is  forgiven,  even  in  the  young.  What,  then, 
“  ha veyou  to  plead  ? — That  which  is  fairer  that  beauty, 
“  If  you  will  call  it  to  your  aid  ;  Virtue  can  reconcile 

#  Some  affemblies  fo  called. 
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“  our  refpeft  to  wrinkles.  It  can  render  age  amiable, 
“  when  bloom  fmiles  in  vain.  But  vice,  and  defor- 
“  mity,  when  twilled  together,  is  fuch  a  Gorgon ,  as  turns 
«  the  tendered  heart  into  Hone. 

“  Pardon,  Ladies !  that  I  prefume  to  call  that  vice, 
«  which  you  will  foften  by  fome  milder  name.  What  is 
‘f  innocence  in  youth,  may  be  vice  in  years.  Befides, 
“  mark  the  mifchief  of  what  you  call  harmlefs  expedh- 
*(  ent5  to  fmooth  the  rugged  path  of  life.  You  fpread 
'  «  that  path  with  fnares,  to  the  ruin  of  thofe  you  love. 

You  make  parental  authority ,  that  natuial  fafeguard 
.<  of  youth,  their  temptation  to  folly;  and  filial  ohedi - 
«  ence>  fo  lovely,  fo  pious,  the  ftrange  caufe  of  their 
«  crimes.  Through  luch  mazes  of  more  than  folly, 
«  when  parents  lead  the  way;  children,  out  of  pure 
«  duty,  may  tread  their  wrong  Heps.  Or,  if  they  have 

more  difcernment,  or  more  grace  ;  what  follows  ? — 
tt  W  la  at  you  yourfelves  will  be  fhocked  to  hear ;  and  I 
„  t0  tell  :  A  daughter  blujhing  for  her  who  bore  her. 
ic  Which,  to  my  knowlege,  and  aftonifnment,  has  been 
«  the  too  memorable,  and  too  deplorable,  cafe.” 

Here  I  would  fain  leave  off,  and  throw  a  mantle  over 
the  nakedfiefs  of  our  own  fex  :  But  that  would  be  too 
oreat  partiality.  It  is  too  lure  /xdam  alfo  fell.  As  I  have 
fpoken  to  his  daughters,  I  mull  fpeak,  Sir,  by  your  per- 
milhon,  now  to  his  aged  fons.  I  can  fpeak  with  more 
freedom  to  thefe  :  I  was  forced  to  fpare  his  daughters, 

out  of  decency. 

r 

u  ye  fir  ft  on  roll  for  Eternity  !  why  this  wafte  of  time  ? 

Why  is  its  date  quite  erafed  l  Your  fpruce  appearance 

“  is 
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is  a  perfect  forgery.  And  deferves  it  not  the  wonted 
“  penalty  for  it  ?  You,  for  whom  it  is  almoft  as  unna- 
“  tural,  as  for  a  mole,  to  be  feen  above-ground,  what 
“  mean  you  by  trefpafllng  on  this  nether  world  ?  Or  if 
“  here,  ye  deferters  from  death  !  to  whofe  corps  you 
“  belong,  why  lift  into  fo  very  foreign  a  iervice  ?  Dead), 
“  the  more  he  is  forgot,  the  more  formidable  he  grow's. 
But  how  could  you  forget  him,  who  have  feen  him 
fnatching  from  your  bofoms  fuch  numbers  cf  your 
“  friends  ?  Has  he  fo  often  knocked  at  the  next  door,  and 
“  fo  frequently  ftiook  his  launce  in  vain  ?  Will  you  drop 
“  into  the  grave  on  your  road  to  the  ball  ?  You,  who, 
“  one  full  age  of  man  expired,  commence,  a  ne~,v>  with 
“  all  the  wantonnefs  of  youth,  by  an  antichrillian  re- 
“  generation  ;  a  fecond  birth  into  all  the  foibles  of  a  fen- 
te  fual  life !  Confider,  what  tender  reverence,  what  re- 
fpedl  mixt  with  companion,  is  paid  to  years  owning- 
“  their  infirmities,  and  fupporting  them,  as  they  ought. 
“  But  infirmities  of  body  diftembled,  that  thofe  of  the 
mind  may  be  the  more  indulged;  a  vicious  mind 
“  flinging  on  a  jaded  body  into  lhame;  this  calls  not 
“  only  for  the  fcorn,  but  deteftation,  of  mankind. 

“  Confider,  Sirs  l  is  there  not  fome  miftake  ?  Do  not 
“  your  minds,  through  diforder  of  the  machine,  go  too 
“  flow,  and  mifreprefent  the  time  of  day  ?  Elfe,  how 
“  could  men,  who  have  not  fpace  fufRcient  left  between 
“  them,  and  their  graves,  for  life’s  wonted  delufions  to 
“  difplay  their  gay  phantoms;  who  can  hardly  hope  to 
<c  repeat  to-morrow  the  farce  of  to-day  ;  ftill  perfift  to 
be  boys  ?  Young  men,  indeed,  may  fee  vifions  of  what 
“  never  lhall  come  to  pafs  ;  and  be  raviftied  with  them  ; 
“  But  old  men  in  their  fenfes,  cannot  fo  much  as  dream 

H  3  “  dreams 
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“  dreams  of  delight;  fuch  delight,  I  mean,  as  yours. 
<(  What  delight  can  thefe  gay  Icenes  afford  you?  I 
“  fhould  think  you  fhould  be  more  mortified ,  than 
amufed,  where  you  fcarce  can  fee  a  face  that  does 
“  not  make  you  look  twenty  years  older  than  before. 
i(  Hope  you  any  regard,  or  affection  among  them  :  No; 
««  defpair  even  of  toleration,  but  when  theie  moderns,  for 
“  amufement,  dip  into  you,  as  into  chronological  tables, 
“  to  know  what  happened  before  the  flood  :  Find  friends 
in  coevals,  or  defpair. 
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“  Indeed,  my  good  friends,  in  one  fenfe,  mod:  cer¬ 
tainly,  you  are  Grangers  upon  earth,  why  will  you 
not  be  fo  in  the  heft  ?  That  you  might  be  fo  in  the 
beft,  is,  probably,  the  foie  reafon  you  are  flill  alive. 
Men  in  years,  and  the  clergy,  are  the  two  natural 
fupports  of  virtue  and  religion  ;  that  is,  the  two  co 
I  limns  on  which  public  welfare  is  built :  And  the  firft 
is  the  Wronger,  as  there  is  lefs  prejudice  againd  it. 
They  both  have  higher  obligations  to  be  wife  than 
other  men  :  And  if  the  world  fees  thole  higher  obli¬ 
gations  fail  of  their  due  effect,  their  confciences  will 
fit  eafier  under  the  negled  of  their  own.  The  clergy 
are  voluntjers  ;  the  aged  are  prefled  by  nature  into 
the  fervice  of  wifdom  :  And  if  they  both  defert,  vice 
may  triumph  without  a  battle  ;  and  virtue  fall  with¬ 
out  a  mourner. 


“  Ye  fine  men  of  rank,  and  parts !  a  common  foldier 
“  (your  contempt,  no  doubt)  lhall  reproach  you.  One 
“  of  them,  requefting  difmiflion  from  Charles  \  th, 
•  <  gave  this  reafon  for  it,  Inter  <vita  negotia  extremumque 

“  diem  oportet  aliquod  temporis  intercede.  Much  more, 

“  inter 
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“  inter  <vitse  < voluptates ,  and  our  lad  hour.  Will  you  go 
“  to  your  graves  with  your  eyes  (hut,  as  Plutarch  tells 
“  you  the  Spartans  went  to  their  beds  in  the  dark  ?  If 
“  fo,  as  reafonable  men  in  years  enter  their  graves,  as 
“  a  harbour;  you  will  drike  on  yours,  as  on  a  rock. 

“  You  do  not  only  expofe  yourfelves,  but  your  whole 
“  fpecies.  When  they  that  have  mod  reafon  to  be  wile, 

“  are  the  farthed  from  it ;  it  finks  the  dignity  of  our 
“  common  nature,  brings,  beyond  all  other  enormities, 
tf  a  reproach  on  mankind ;  and  gives  each  individual, 
“  as  a  fufferer,  as  a  lharer  in  the  fcandal,  a  jud  right 
“  not  only  of  cenfure,  but  revenge. 

t(  This  will  cxcufe  my  indignation  at  two  notorious  of- 
“  fenders;  and  therefore  I  fhall  dare  name  them.  Who 
**  are  they,  but  Sedbury,  and  Porrifmond  P  Their  pictures 
«  have  been  partly  drawn  by  the  famour  Seymour :  I 
“  fhall  fketch  the  red.  Thefe  are  two  perfect  heroes 
in  this  tranfgredion ;  old  offenders  in  an  offence, 
“  which,  till  old,  they  could  not  begin  :  Who  join  the 
gallantries  of  Paris  to  the  years  of  Nejlor  .*  Who  read 
“  a  play-bill,  and  a  bill  of  mortality,  with  the  fame  fen- 
“  fation,  and  afped :  Who  can  amu/e  themfelves  with 
“  a  cathedral  fervice  ;  and  go  for  an  hour’s  diverfan  to 
“  the  funeral  of  a  friend  ! 

“  How  many  friends  have  they  lod  r  that  is,  how 
ii  often  has  their  confidence  in  the  world  been  fhaken 
at  the  root  ?  And  give  they  dill  full  proof  of  their  ob- 
««  dinate  adherence  to,  and  cordial  incorporation  with, 
««  it  ?  Has  it  not  daily  crumbled  away  in  their  fingers  ? 
“  and  will  they  hug  it  dill  ?  How  can  their  hearts  dill 
“  fwell  with  thofe  dattened  bubbles  of  idle  joy,  fo  often 
pricked  by  death  ?  H  4 
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“  Ye  two  antideluvian  youths  !  what  greater  folly  on 
**■  earth  than  that  of  confounding  feafons,  and  not  giv- 
“  ing  their  refpedlive  appropriations  to  the  different  pe- 
««  riods  of  life  ?  Nothing  can  be  in  credit,  that  is  out 
“  of  character  ;  and  credit  you  affedt,  no  one  more.  If 
“  you  would  find  it,  let  thefe  gentle  hints,  like  the  light 
“  touch  of  a  magic  wand,  make  you  Hi  rink  from  your 
“  vernal  bloom  ;  and  wither  at  leaft  to  the  decencies  of 
“  fourfcore  ;  for  I  would  make  you  feme  allowance 
“  ftill. 

“  Know  ye  not  that  they  who  in  their  wrinkled  de- 
4‘  cline  outdive  in  folly  the  temerities  of  youth,  and  die 
“  immaturely  at  twice  the  age  of  man,  are  void  of 
“  fhame  from  cenfure  human,  and  divine  ;  quite  callous 
«  to  God,  and  men  ?  Know  you  not  that  fuch  faults 
*e  after  feventy  are  as  feverely  judged  by  this  world,  as 
“  the  next  ?  To  be  born  like  a  wild  afs’s  colt,  is  natural ; 
“  but  not  to  live  fo,  and  retain  the  colt's  tooth,  when 
“  all  the  man’s  are  fallen  out.  Time  was,  when  to 
“  centaurize  was  lefs  ridiculous.  But  unlefs  your  eque- 
«  ftrian  part  is  now  difmified,  laughter  is  irrefiftible  ;  as 
“  your  friend  Horace  allures  you  : 

Solve  fenefeentem  mature  farms  equum,  ne 

Peccet  ad  extremum  ridendus. 

“  Inftead  of  furfeiting  every  public  place  with  your  un- 
“  godly  omniprefence,  you  fhould  be  referved  as  the 
“  great  Mogul.  A  little  felf- annihilation  would  be  the 
“  wifeft  way  even  for  your  own  vanity ;  for  the  more 

we  forget  our  age,  the  more  we  remind  others  of  it ; 

“  and 
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<•  and  the  younger  we  would  appear,  fo  much  older 
«  fhall  we  look,  in  all  eyes  but  our  own. 

“  Yes,  gentlemen!  to  preferve  your  dignity,  retire 
!“  like  eaftern  kings.  And  kings,  indeed,  you  may  be, 

“  and  glorious  ones  too,  if  you  will  be  wife  :  For  „  wif- 
tl  ,,  dom  is  the  crown  of  old  age  ;  and  the  feai  of  the 

<£  ,,  Lord  is  its  glory." 

Since  the  witchcraft  of  Pleafure  is  fo  ftrong  as  to  turn 
| young  men  into  old,  by  their  infirmities;  and  oid  into 
young,  by  their  afiedtation,  and  conceit;  let  11s  look  a 
little  more  narrowly  into  the  perverfe  compofition  of 
that  marvellous  being,  which  we  ftyle  a  il lan  oj  Pleafui  t  ; 
and  make  fomewhat,  if  polhble,  like  an  analyfis  of  it. 

The  man  of  Pleafure  (though  I  fear  he  never  afked 
himfelf  the  cjpeftton)  of  what  nature,  fpecies,  or  1  auk 
in  the  crr  ion  conceives  he  himfelf  to  be  ?  Does  this 
yet  unc  .rued,  undecyphered  creatuie  confider  himfelf 
as  an  immortal  being  ?  or  only  as  a  rational  ?  or  as  a 
mere  animal P  II  as  an  immortal,  let  him  icguid  things 
eternal :  If  as  a  rational,  let  reafon  reign  :  If  as  a  mere 
animal,  let  him  indulge  appetite  ;  but  not  go  beyond  ir. 
When  appetite  is  fatisfied,  an  animal’s  meal  is  over  :  If 
as  a  compofition  of  all  three  ;  let  it  not  be  a  confnfion 
|  of  them  ;  let  it  be  a  compofition  ;  and  order  alone  can 
preferve  that  name. 

......  ; 

No  ;  he  is  for  neither  of  thefe.  He  is  an  immortal, 

|j  without  a  fenfe  of  immortality.  He  is  a  rational,  de¬ 
throning  reafon  ;  and  an  animal,  tranfgreffing  appetite  : 
An  unhappy  combination,  a  wretched  chaos  of  all,  with- 
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out  the  benefit  of  either  :  Nay,  a  fufferer  from  each, 
bccaufe  an  abufcr  of  all.  They  are  not,  as  heaven  de- 
figr.ed  them,  three  parties  in  alliance  for  his  happinefs ; 
but  three  confpirators,  of  his  own  making,  againft  his 
peace. 

For  mark  this  immoral  maze  of  human  ruin  ;  appe¬ 
tite,  reafon,  and  immortality,  violate,  and  are  violated 
by,  each  other.  Subtle  reafon  finds  arts,  and  argu¬ 
ments  to  tempt  appetite  beyond  her  bounds.  Unbound¬ 
ed  appetite  with  ftupefying  fenfualities  bribes  reafon  to 
drop  her  dominion.  Her  dominion  dropped  renders 
blind  immortality  regardlefs  of  things  eternal:  And 
they  being  difregarded,  all  immortality’s  boundlefs 
powers,  and  defires,  devolve  on  things  temporal;  and 
devolved  on  them,  with  violence  impel  depofed  reafon, 
and  riotous  appetite,  to  morifirous  lengths  of  extrava¬ 
gance,  which  had  otherwife  lain  quite  beyond  both 
their  power,  and  defire. 

Thus  ftands  the  perplexed,  and  hitherto,  not  unra- 
vel’d  cafe.  The  man,  in  his  conftitution,  debauches 
the  brute :  The  brute  debauched,  dethrones  the  man  : 
The  dethroned  man,  and  debauched  brute,  join  in  re¬ 
bellion  againll  the  immortal  :  The  fubdued  immortal 
jefigns  to  them  its  infinite  powers  and  defires  ;  which 
they  exert  to  the  deftru&ion  abfolute  of  all  three. 

The  man,  if  not  in  alliance  with  an  immortal,  never 
would  have  had  an  unbounded  power  and  defire.  If  not 
in  alliance  with  a  brute,  he  never  would  have  debafed 
them  to  mean,  and  fordid  ends ;  never  would  have  con¬ 
fined  them  to  things  below  ;  But  being  joined  to  both, 

and. 
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and,  through  perverfenefs,  and  ftupidity,  rendering  ce- 
leftial  immortality  inglorious,  and  terreftrial  brutality 
more  brutal,  he  creates  a  far  more  miferable  being  than, 
either  of  them  apart  could  poffibly  have  been.  We  may 
therefore  congratulate  the  mere  brute  on  his  high  preroga¬ 
tive  of  being  incapable  of  becoming  fuch  a  monfter  of 
rationality  as  this.  And  The  Man  of  Pica fur  e,  if  mod  eft, 
will,  for  the  future,  give  the  wall  to  his  horfe.  He, 
like  Codrus,  difguifes  himfelf,  puts  ofF  his  dignity  to 
rufh  into  danger;  and  happy  for  him,  if  he  meets  with 
nothing  worfe  than  death. 

Reafon,  and  immortality,  the  man ,  and  the  immortal , 
thefe  only  occafion  the  calamity  ;  and  the  poor  animal , 
an  innocent  ally,  muft  fuffer  with  them. 

If  your  filler’s  favourites  will  contemplate  themfelves 
in  any  glafs  but  their  own,  let  them  look  in  this  true 
mirror ;  and  though  the  features  are  fomewhat  mon- 
ftrous,  let  them  not  difown  them ;  fince  they  may  change 
them  when  they  pleafe  ;  and  they  are  pictured  fo  mi¬ 
nutely,  that  they  may  be  the  more  inclined  fo  to  do. 
For  what  a  hideous  ruin  of  humanity  is  this  ?  The 
world  after  the  deluge,  a  Iefs  melancholy  fight.  Such 
fhocking  footlleps  fin  leaves  behind  it,  in  nature  animate, 
and  inanimate.  Reafon,  and  virtue,  are  the  foie  beauty, 
and  foie  falvation  of  all.  Through  all  her  realms  cre¬ 
ation  groans  without  it.  The  Deity  is  all  reafon  in  his 
nature,  condudt,  and  commands.  The  great,  invaria¬ 
ble,  eternal  alternative,  throughout  his  creation,  is,  or 
reafon,  or  ruin.  To  how  many  ears  in  this  happy  me¬ 
tropolis  is  this  difmal  news  ? 
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I  was  going  to  fay,  that  reafon  is  the  foie  balls  of 
happinefs  ;  but  it  is  not.  There  are  three  kinds  of  hap- 
pinefs  on  earth,  gradually  lefs,  and  lefs.  There  is  a  hap¬ 
pinefs  from  the  exertion  of  reafon,  where  reafon  is 
given  :  This  is  the  happinefs  of  a  man.  There  is  an 
inferior  happinefs  from  the  gratification  of  fenfe,  where 
reafon  is  denied  :  This  is  the  happinefs  of  a  brute.  And 
there  is  a  calamitous  happinefs  where  reafon  is  fupprelf- 
ed,  or  abufcd  :  And  this  is  the  happinefs  of  a  wretch. 
You  fee  then  in  what  line  of  happinefs  our  fine  men  mull: 
be  content  to  rank. 

I  know  your  filler  will  call  my  analyfis  above,  a  la¬ 
byrinth  of  fophillry.  I  will  therefore  give  The  Man  ofi 
Plea  fare's  character  in  a  manner  lefs  perplexed,  and 
which  Ihe  may  probably  cenfure  as  too  plain  ;  and  may 
wilh  a  clue  were  wanting  to  find  the  meaning. 

He  is  one,  who,  defirous  of  being  more  happy 
than  any  man  can  be,  is  lefs  happy  than  moll  men 

are. 

One,  who  feeks  happinefs  every-where,  but  where  it 
is  to  be  found. 

One,  who  out-toils  the  labourer,  not  only  without 
his  wrges,  but  paying  dearly  for  it. 

He  is  an  immortal  being,  that  has  but  two  marks  of 
a  man  about  him,  upright  llature,  and  the  powei  of 
playing  the  fool,  which  a  monkey  has  not. 

He  is  an  immortal  being,  that  triumphs  in  this  fingle, 

deplorable,  and  yet  falfie  hope,  that  he  lhall  be  as  happy 

as 
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as  a  monkey  when  they  are  both  dead  ;  though  he 
defpairs  of  being  fo,  while  yet  alive. 

He  is  an  immortal  being,  that  would  lofe  none  of  its 
moft  darling  delights,  if  he  were  a  biute  in  the  mire  , 
but  would  lofe  them  all  intirely,  if  he  were  an  angel  in 


heaven. 


It  is  certain,  therefore,  that  he  defires  not  to  be  theie  . 
And  if  he  not  fo  much  as  defires  it  now,  how  can  he  ever 
hope  it,  when  his  day  of  diflipation  is  over  ?  And  if  no 
hope — what  is  our  Man  of  Plealuic  ?  A  man  of  diilrac- 
tion,  and  delpair,  to-morrow. 

And  who  would  buy  to-day  fo  dear,  if  it  were  fo  to  bo 
bought  ?  as  certainly  it  is  not.  Doubtlefs  the  true  Man 
of  Pleafure  is  he,  who  preferves  order  in  his  compound¬ 
ed  nature;  and  gives  the  animal,  rational,  and  immor¬ 
tal,  their  refpe&ive  dues.  Who,  as  immortal ,  places  in 
the  fupreme  Being  his  fupreme  delight ;  and,  as  rational , 
fhunning  fuperftitious  aufterities,  and,  as  animal,  too 
great  indulgences ;  admits  oi  all  fecular  enjoyments 
that  are  ftridtly  confident  with  his  fupreme.  The  true, 
and  falfe ,  Man  of  Pleafure  are  brothers  ;  born  of  the 
fame  parent,  viz.  an  inextinguifhable  love  of  delight : 
But  fo  fuperior  is  one  to  the  other,  that  like  the  fabled 
brothers  Cafor  and  Pollux ,  one  may  be  faid  to  be  in 
heaven,  the  other  on  earth. 

To  be  more  explicit,  I  would  gather  three  particular 
branches  from  this  general  root  of  happinefs,  and  pre- 
fent  them  to  your  filler,  as  a  fpecimen  of  the  red. 


There 
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There  is  no  man  of  Pleafure  without  his  Eve  ;  no  Eve 
without  her  ferpent ;  no  ferpent  without  its  fling.  He 
that  knows  not  the  pure  delight,  and  ever-growing  ten- 
dernefs  of  a  chade  love,  knows  not  the  molt  that  the 
faired  can  bellow. 

He  that  knows  not  the  found  cordiality,  and  condant 
warmth  of  a  difinteieded  friendfh’.p,  knows  not  the  mod 
that  man  can  enjoy  from  man. 


He  that  keeps  not  open  a  condant  intercourfe  with 
heaven  by  frequent  fervours  of  rational  devotion,  knows 
not  a  joy  dill  fublimer  than  both. 

What  are  the  joys  of  vice,  compared  to  thefe  ?  What 
think  their  deluded  admirers  of  a  magnanimous  triumph 
over  drong  temptation  ;  cf  a  fweet  repofe  in  divine  fa¬ 
vour  and  proteftion  ;  of  an  indefeafible  right  to  life  eter¬ 
nal  ?  Is  there  not  a  certain  grandeur,  and  folidity  of  hap- 
pinefs  in  this  ?  Is  not  this  better  than  ranging  from  the 
gaming-houfe  to  brothels ;  and  with  other  little  flutter- 
gilded,  noxious,  liquorifh,  inledls,  to  be  fixing  on 
every  nuifance  for  delight  ?  Sons  of  Beelzebub  the^god 
of  flies.  I  like  not  a  certain,  moded  faintheartednefs 
in  the  friends,  and  advocates  of  what  is  right.  A  Chri- 
flian  Ihould  let  all  fee  what  an  animation  there  is  in 
Chridianity  above  all  that  the  world  may  admire  be- 
fides.  Chridianity  Ihould  be  the  boad,  as  well  as  com¬ 
fort,  of  our  hearts. 

And  now  if  we  enquire  after  the  caufe  which  has 
brought  us  into  that  fool’s  paradife,  on  which  I  have 
di,veit  fo  long,  vve  fiiall  fee  with  what  good  reafon 
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Pleafure ,  and  Infidelity ,  are  joined  together  in  my 
plan. 

The  Scripture  afcribes  the  conqueft  of  the  world, 
that  is,  of  its  Pleafures,  to  fiaith  j  and  is  very  copious 
in  enumerating  renowned  inlfances  of  it.  Were  faith 
as  prevalent  in  us,  we  too  fhould  prove  Alexanders  in  the 
moral  world.  All  agree,  that  feveral  goods  being  pro- 
pofed  for  our  ultimate  enjoyment,  it  is  impoflible  in  our 
nature  not  to  chufe  the  bcfi.  All  agree,  that  God  s  pro- 
mifes  are  better  than  any  thing  we  can  carve  for  our- 
felves.  And  all  agree,  that  they  are  inconflftent  with 
fin.  So  that  he  who  will  take  out  his  portion  in  this 
life,  mufi  lofe  it  in  the  next.  What  then,  againft  our 
nature ,  and  againft  our  reafion ,  hinders  us  from  profecut- 
ing  our  chiefiefi  good  Want  ol  faith.  All  is  ref  olvea- 
ble  into  that  alone. 

For  inftance.  Our  temptations  are  of  two  kinds. 
From  things  that  grieve,  or  things  that  pleafie  ;  the  former 
•  fright ,  the  latter  allure  us,  from  our  virtue.  From  po¬ 
verty,  pain,  difgrace,  or  perfecution,  we  fly  to  falfhood, 
or  fraud,  for  efcape.  But  thofe  ills  are  not  the  imme¬ 
diate  caufe  of  it ;  but  want  of  faith  in  God’s  promiles, 
that,  “■  He  will  fuccour  us  in  thofe  exigencies ;  and  de- 
“  liver  us  in  his  good  time  ;  and  make  all  things  work 
*e  together  for  our  good.”  On  the  other  hand,  when 
Pleafure  intices,  and  carries  its  point  ;  we  do  not  think 
thofe  Pleafures,  be  they  what  they  will,  preferable  to 
heaven.  But  heaven  is  at  a  diftance,  and  the  foul  is 
eager  for  prefent  good.  But  why  is  heaven  at  a  diftance  ? 
for  Want  of  faith  ;  for  faith  is  “  the  fubfiance  of  things 
f  hoped  for  j  and  the  evidence  of  things  not  feen.”  It 
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antedates  the  exigence  of  that  which  is  future  ;  makes 
“  our  converfation  in  heaven,  though  we  are  hill  in  the 
“  body  ;  affociates  us  with  angels,  tho’  in  our  folitude  ; 
“  and  gives  us  greater  joy  in  contemplation,  than  the 
“  world  can  give  in  hand.”  This  is  true,  or  the  con¬ 
duit  of  thofe  heroes  in  Scripture  had  been  impractica¬ 
ble  !  and  they,  like  ourfelves,  were  mere  men.  Thus 
Infidelity  leads  to  Pleajure  ;  and  Pleafure  confirms  Infide¬ 
lity  ;  and  both  together  confummate  ruin. 


Thefie  gentlemen  feem  to  think  that  the  world  was 
made  in  jefl ;  that  there  is  nothing  of  moment,  or  feri- 
ous  in  it.  There  is  nothing  elfe.  There  is  not  a  fly, 
but  has  had  infinite  wifdom  concern'd,  not  only  in  its 
flruCture,  but  in  its  deflination.  And  was  man  made  only  to 
flutter,  fing,  and  expire  ?  A  mere  expletive  in  the  mighty 
work,  the  marvellous  operations  of  the  Almighty  ?  Is 
joy  their  point  ?  He  that  to  the  belt  of  his  power  has 
fecured  the  final  fiake  has  a  font  perennis  of  joy  within 
him.  He  is  fatisfied  from  hinifelf.  They,  his  reverfe, 
borrow  all  from  without,  Joy  wholly  from  without,  is 
falfe,  precarious,  and  fhort.  From  without  it  may  be 
gathered  ;  but,  like  gathered  flowers,  though  fair,  and 
fweet  for  a  feafon,  it  mud  foon  wither,  and  become 
offenfive.  Joy  from  within ,  is  like  fmelling  the  rofe  on 
the  tree  ;  it  is  more  fweet  and  fair  j  it  is  lading  ;  and,  I 
mud  add,  immortal. 

As,  therefore,  I  have  above  edered  tliefe  gentlemen 
three  expedients  for  happinefs ;  to  perfuade  their  accept¬ 
ance  of  them,  I  fhall  now  give  three  fhort  maxims, 
which  will  fit  light  on  their  memories,  and  (I  hope)  in 
time,  eafy  on  their  hearts. 
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He  that  will  not  fear,  lhall/h7the  wrath  of  heaven. 

He  that  lives  in  the  kingdom  of  fenfe,  lhall  die  into 
the  kingdom  of  forronv. 

He  fli all  never  truly  enjoy  his  prefent  hour,  who  never 
thinks  on  his  l a  ft. 

Let  your  filler,  dear  Sir,  tell  her  grey  pretty  fellows, 
who  are  apoltles  to  thefe  Gentiles,  that,  it  they  can  ad¬ 
vance  three  maxims  of  greater  truth ;  or  three  expedi¬ 
ents  of  greater  efficacy  to  happinefs,  than  thole  above- 
mentioned  ;  lam  their  convert;  I  exchange  nty  Bible 
for  Bolingbroke;  and  prepare  for  the  ball :  For  N.  B. 
I  am  but  fourfcore. 

With  bell  with  willies  to  you,  and  thofo  you  love, 
that  is,  all  mankind ;  I  am, 

Dear  Sir, 

Mojt  affectionately, 

Tours, 


L  E  T- 
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In  Answer  to  One  received. 

— 

Dear  Sir, 

TH  E  contents  of  your  letter  damp  my  joy  in  hear¬ 
ing  from  you.  Even  a  good  man’s  approaching 
death  ftrikes  us  with  fotne  concern.  I  am  forry  that  the 
fting,  which  Plcafure  left  in  your  unhappy  friend,  occa- 

Ifions  fo  fwift  a  decline.  How  naturally  we  lay  hold  on 
heaven  when  the  world  finks  under  us,  and  will  lupport 
our  hopes  no  more  !  The  piece  of  devotion  which  you 
defire,  you  (hall  receive  in  my  next,  f  cannot  reflect  on 
your  friend’s  diftreis,  and  a  noble  youth  whom  I  myfelf 
attended  in  his  extremes,  without  dwelling  fliil  longer  on 
V leaf ure ,  which  has  coft  the  world  fo  dear. 


If  difeafe,  and  infirmity,  make  us  daily  vifits  in  the 
perfons  of  our  neighbours,  and  friends  ;  and  death  by 
the  fame  affecting  mefiengers,  gives  us  frequent  notice 
at  he  will  be  with  us  foon : 


If 


On  Pleasure. 

Jf,  when  death  arrives,  all  mankind,  however  divided 
before,  unanimouily  clofe  in  one  opinion,  and  one  with  : 

If  libertine  enjoyments  haden  the  approach,  and 
heighten  the  dread,  and  imbitter  the  conferences,  of 
death  : 

If  death  is  the  {ingle  event  fare,  and  virtue  the  Tin¬ 
gle  purfuit  indef'eafible  ;  and  the  Divine  Favour  the  Tin¬ 
gle  point  of  abfolute  importance  : 

It  that  favour  comes  fo  cheap,  that  the  very  leavings 
(in  rime,  Care,  and  expence)  of  our  real  enjoyments, 
would  go  a  great  way  in  the  purchafe  of  it : 

If  the  martyr’s  blood  makes  that  purchafe  furej  and 
it  is  impofiible  that  martyrdom ,  and  njoluptuoufnefsy  fhould 
fhare  the  fame  fate  : 


If  the  fate  to  be  (hared  is  endlefs ;  and  this  life  but  as 
a  moment  to  an  age  ;  and  an  age  not  a  moment  to  eter¬ 
nity  ;  and  eternity  as  much  ours,  as  the  prefent  hour  : 

<  *  . 

IT  fie,  that  is  over-fond  of  the  prefent ,  or  high  in 

expectation  from  any  future ,  hour,  either  knows  not  this 
world  ;  or  believes  not  in  the  next  : 

If  all  this  is  true ;  that  is,  if  it  is  day  at  noon  ;  how 
happy,  like  your  friend  Eufebius ,  to  flrike  early  into  the 
right  path  ;  and  not  fo  long  to  (lumber  in  indulgence,  like 
the  noble  youth  (of  whom  I  (hall  foon  fpeak),  as  to  fuf- 
fer  the  birth-day  of  our  underftanding  to  be  the  lad  day 
of  our  lives  ?  ' 

I  told  you,  in  a  former  letter,  that  I  would  give  you 
your  triend  Eufebius' $  character  at  large  ;  not,  to  befure, 

for 
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for  your  information ;  but  to  place  him  in  oppofition  to 
the  Men  of  Pleafure  :  And  fo, 

Facem  prefer  re  pudendis .  Juv. 

that  their  deformity  may  be  fet  in  a  Wronger  light,  for  the 
benefit  of  thofe  weak  eyes,  who  cannot  fee  a  mountain 
|  without  fpe&acles;  with  whom  a  Centaur  paffes  fora 
man.  Or,  rather,  who  think  a  Man  of  Pleafure  an  ex¬ 
tremely  happy  creature,  and,  with  antient  aftronomers, 
place  the  Centaur  in  heaven.  Their  Sagittarius  there, 
or  eternal  hunter,  ever  aiming  at  Pleafure ,  and  ever 
miffing  his  mark.  How  very  much,  the  character  of 
Eufebius  will  plainly  {hew. 

Men  of  Pleafure ,  notwithftanding  all  the  thorns  they 
meet  with  in  their  flowery  path,  imagine  all  would  enter 
it,  but  for  want  of  tafle,  or  fpirit,  or  purfe:  Eufebius 
wants  none  of  thefe.  He  wants  r.ot  a  tafle  for  aught 
that  can  gratify  either  imagination  or  fenfe  ;  that  can 
intake  a  coxcomb  or  debauche  ;  but  he  is  neither.  Nor 
wants  he  a  purfe,  or  heart,  to  provide  thofe  gratifi- 
i  cations.  His  purfe  is  large  ;  larger  his  heart;  but  not 
! corrupt,  and  nobly  <wrong.  He  is  young,  gay,  rich, 
expenflve.  So  far  he  is  with  them ;  but  will  leave  them 
foon,  as  the  fun  Aides  from  under  an  eclipfe.  His  riches 
i  widen  the  circle  of  his  virtues.  Their  riches  increafe  the 
number  of  their  crimes.  There  are  two  kmds  of  expence: 
in  both,  riches  make  themfelves  wings,  and  fly  away. 
But  widely  different  in  their  flight:  in  one  they  fly  away 
as  an  eagle  towards  heaven:  in  their  flight  beautiful, 
and  celeftial  in  their  end.  In  the  other,  they  fly  away 
as  an  owl  to  the  defart :  ungracious  and  ill-omened,  in 
their  flight,  and  ending  in  the  defert  of  ignominy,  and 
ruin. 
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Eufebius ,  though  liberal  to  the  demands  of  nature, 
rank,  and  duty  ;  ftarves  vice,  caprice,  and  folly.  Thefe 
(the  great  cormorants  of  gold),  he  fends  begging  to  their 
doors;  they,  as  old  intimates,  welcome,  and  embrace 
them  all.  And  if  they  have  not  thrice  the  fortune  of 
Eujebius ,  muft  foon  be  beggars  themfelves,  While  he, 
with  one  half  they  link  in  a  debauch,  lifts  beggars  (beg¬ 
gars,  I  mean  from  fortune,  not  from  folly)  into  the  real 
comforts  of  life. 

He  too  has  his  amufements  ;  but  not  fuch  as  deaden, 
but  revive  :  fuch  as  recover  the  relaxed  tone  of  applica¬ 
tion  ;  reanimate  to  new  effort ;  and  thus  are  effential, 
though  paufing,  parts  of  noble,  well-judging  induftry. 
He  harts  not  at  a  mafquerade :  nor  thinks  cards  the 
books  of  the  devil.  But  thinks  all  our  diverfions  like 
long  books,  that  were  better  epitomized ;  or,  like  the 
books  of  the  Sybil,  which,  as  they  were  lelfened  in  num¬ 
ber,  rofe  in  their  price. 

He,  as  well  as  they,  has  his  parks,  gardens,  grottos, 
cafcades,  ftatues,  paintings,  &c  but  enjoys  them  more. 
Not  becaufe  his  are  better  than  theirs,  but  becaufe  he 
is  better  than  they.  His  paintings  have  beauties  unbor¬ 
rowed  from  the  pencil ;  and  his  ftatues  in  his  eyes  appear, 
like  Pygmalion  s,  to  live ;  though  mere  marble  in  theirs. 
His  all-animating  joy  within  gives  graces  to  art,  and 
fmiles  to  nature,  invifible  to  common  eyes.  Objects  of 
fenfe,  and  imagination,  for  their  greater  power  of  pleaf- 
ing,  are  indebted  to  the  goodnefs  of  his  heart.  For  as 
the  fun  is  itfelf  the  moll  glorious  of  objects,  and  makes 
all  others  fhine,  fo  virtue  itfelf  is  the  greateft  of  plear 
fares,  and  of  all  other  pleafures  redoubles  the  delight. 

He, 
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He,  and  they,  though  they  both  value  riches,  yet  en¬ 
tertain  widely  different  opinions  about  them.  He  con¬ 
fers  a  great  fortune,  as  his  being  put,  by  a  kind  pro¬ 
vidence,  into  its  honourable  commiffion  for  doing  much 
good.  They  confider  it  as  a  privilege,  or  at  leaft  as  an 
excufe,  for  the  contrary.  He  furveying  his  ample  ar¬ 
cades,  and  lofty  domes,  rejoices  more  in  what  benefits 
others,  than  wnat  aggrandizes  himfelf :  rejoices  more  in 
confidering  how  many  mouths  he  has  fed,  than  in  con- 
fidering  how  many  eyes  he  has  drawn.  He  triumphs  in 
reflecting  to  what  numbers  he  has  been  enabled,  by  the 
divine  indulgence,  to  turn,  without  a  miracle,  thofe 
flones  into  bread.  ]  hey,  from  their  huge  Babel-like 
buildings,  contract  a  Babel-like  pride,  which  turns,  with 
tegatd  to  thofe  beneath  them,  their  hearts  into  Hone, 
ouch  men,  in  effect,  build  do'ivn'vjard,  are  the  more  ig¬ 
noble,  that  is  the  lower,  for  their  height 

£5  * 

He  thinks,  that  heaven’s  rich  donations  imply  in  them 
feme  transfer  to  the  public  :  they  think  they  imply  a 
transfer  of  the  public  homage  to  themfelves.  Inffead  of 
imagining  his  grandeur  to  be  a  demand  on  the  public  for 
its  homage,  he  looks  on  it  as  the  public’s  demand  on  him 
for  bounty,  and  patronage,  of  which  he  has  ereCted  fuch 
proud  promifes;  and  by  them  raifed  fo  juft  an  expectation. 
He  thinks,  that  their  riches  (how  ftrangely  foever  it  may 

found)  run  them  in  debt;  and  that  not  to  benefit,  is,  to 
defir  and. 

His  humility  is  equal  to  his  magnificence ;  and  as 
magnificence  with  humility  fpeaks  more  regard  for  others 
t  an  himfelf,  it  efcapes  envy,  and  enfures  general  ap- 
p  auie.  'Their  pride  defeats  their  magnificence,  and  robs 
T  of  that  applaufe,  which  is  its  Angle  aim:  For  it  is  a 

great 
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great  authority  which  tells  us,  “  That  pride  is  a  tret 
e(  which  eats  up  its  own  fruit." 

He  knows  (What  they  confider  not),  that  fplendid  fix- 
pericrities  cannot  be  neutral ,  with  regard  to  the  charac^ 
ters  of  thofe  who  poke fs  them  ;  that,  therefore,  men 
poifefs  them  at  their  peril ;  that  they  muff  degrade,  ii 
they  do  not  exalt  them.  That  heaven,  which  in  fpighi 
of  different  ranks,  levels  happinefs,  defigned  it  as  the 
peculiar  curfe  of  the  great  (if  they  deferve  it)  to  be  lef- 
fened  by  grandeur,  and  ill uftrioufly  difgraced.  That,  ij 
apes,  and  crocodiles ,  men  hurtful,  or  ridiculous,  inhabit 
fuperb  piles,  they  mull  defpair  of  being  worfhiped ;  though 
but  through  vain  and  keen  appetite  for  public  inceni'e 
they  never  had  been  built. 

You  fee  in  how  many  points  thefe  men  fall  fhort  oi 
Eufebius  in  Pleafure  from  expence  ;  which,  notwithftand- 
ing,  is  an  article  on  which  they  pique  themfelves  not  s 
little.  And  give  me  leave  to  fubjoin  one  more  particu¬ 
lar,  which  will  affedt  them  lefs  than  the  former,  though 
it  ought  to  affefit  them  moil  of  all :  his  wealth  has  fub- 
terranean  chanels  j  bleffes  unfeen  ;  and  coils  the  relieved 
neither  blulhes,  nor  thanks.  Not  one  prifon  have  they 
opened  ;  not  one  tear  have  they  dried ;  which  might 
fpeak  in  their  favour,  when  their  own  begin  to  flow. 
Theforrows  we  have  relieved  are  the  fureft  fupport  in  our 
own.  The  bell  that  can  be  faid  of  their  expences,  is,  that 
they  are  an  unwilling  encomium  on  thofe  of  your  friend. 

Senfual,  of  all  our  pleafures  are  the  meaneft;  how  low 
mull  a  foul  celeftial  hoop  for  them?  Yet  thefe,  our  thirily 
fpunges  of  fcnfuality,  who  fuck  up  every  drop  of  it,  in 

or 
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of  out  of,  their  way,  tho1  they  take  up  the  dirt,  with  it, 
prefer  to  all  the  reft.  And  in  thele,  if  in  any,  they 
will  venture  to  difpute  his  fuperiority.  But,  for  reafons, 
tome  already  mention'd  ;  more,  moil  obv.ous,  He  is 
their  fuperiorin  thefe.  In  pleafures  intellectual >  how  far 
are  they  behind  him  ?  and  then  the  moral ,  they  are  all 
his  own,  It  is  one  of  their  minute,  and  meagre  plea¬ 
fures,  profeffedly  to  decline  them  :  And  thefe  are  the 
ftp  re  me.  Moral  pleafures,  tho'  faintly  (in  this  imner- 
fe&  ftate),  yet  truly  tafte  of  heaven  ;  and,  what  is  more, 
infure  that  heaven  of  which  they  tafte.  And  what  an 
ineilimable  fuperiority  is  this  ?  He  that  can  think  of 
death  undifmay’d, 

Extremumque  diem  njitre  inter  munera  fonit.  Lu. 

has  more  enjoyment,  even  in  diftrefs,  than  they  in  tri¬ 
umph,  with  every  vain  amufement  turning  reafon  cut 
of  doors,  left  it  fhould  wound  them  with  one  whifper  of 
the  grave.  On  how  many  melancholy  occafions  in  life 
fhould  we  be  glad  of  an  afylum  to  which  to  fly  ?  IIow 
fhould  we  be  tranfported  with  a  thought  that  had  infal¬ 
lible  comfort  in  it?  And  that  thought  can  be  but  one  ; 
and  that  one,  it  is  the  conftant  aim,  labour,  nay  boaft, 
of  thefe  wife  men  to  deftroy. 

Eufebiuf  s  love  of  pleafure  is  equal  to  theirs ;  whence 
then  this  vaft  inequality  of  happinefs  ?  He  comrnands  his 
pleafures ;  fome  he  cultivates ;  fome  admits  cautioufly  ; 
ethers  fends  blufhing  away.  Thdr  pleafures  domineer ; 
fcout  them  away  on  vileft  errands ;  bid  them  throw  their 
j  patrimony  in  the  dirt  of  proftitution,  or  debauch  ;  or 
dungeon  them  in  midnight  dens  of  fraud,  and  deftruc- 
Vol.  IV,  I  tion; 
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tion  ;  and  command  them  to  whirl  it  away  with  a  lofing 
card  ;  or  {lamp  it  to  nothing  with  a  defperate  dye. 
What  fcaffolds  of  fatal  execution  are  thofe  guilty  boards, 
Where  moments  determine  on  fortunes  for  life ;  and  rage, 
and  diftra£tion  threaten  ruin  eternal  ? 

From  this  thraldom  to  their  pleafures,  this  wretched 
impotence  of  heart,  it  is  that  while  he  has  but  one,  and 
that  a  moft  gracious  Mailer,  they  have  as  many  tyrants 
as  there  are  follies,  and  vices,  in  the  world.  Ten  times 
a  day  they  change  their  Pharaoh ;  and  why  ?  Becaufe 
his  wages  are  fo  poor.  They  have  it,  indeed,  in  their 
power  to  change  their  mailer,  but  not  to  break  their 
chain. 

The  Romans  once  pretended  that  they  had  a  golden 
fliield  which  fell  ficm  heaven  :  To  fecure-it  from  theft, 
they  laid  it  up  among  eleven  others  made  of  brafs.  This 
'  expedient  had  been  unneceffary  againll  their  wifdom. 
They  run  away  by  choice  with  the  eleven  counterfeits  ; 
with  a  multitude  of  falfe,  ineffectual  pleafures,  and  leave 
the  celellial,  as  of  no  value,  to  men  of  lefs  underhand- 
ing. — Virtue,  the  delight  of  Eufclius,  is  a  celellial  Ihield 
againll  every  evil  of  human  life.  Pheir  pleafures  are 
rather  fwords,  that  fierce  them  through  with  many 
for  rows. 

The  contrail  how  llrong  !  Their  pleafures  die  in  frui¬ 
tion,  and  are  remembered  with  regret.  His  furvive  the 
prefent  actual  enjoyment,  and  are  as  fweet  in  retroipeft, 
as  in  hand.  Theirs  lslfen  on  repetition ;  his  increafe  : 
Theirs  create,  and  aggravate,  calamities ;  his  avert 
moft,  and  alleviate  the  reft  ;  Theirs  haften  death,  and 

heighten 
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heighten  its  horrors ;  his  owe  their  perfe&ion  to  his  final 
hour,  after  having  heightened,  and  lengthened,  all  the 
bleflings  of  life.  And  what  a  wretch  is  that  happineft, 
and  what  an  ideot  that  wifdom,  that  can  other  no  com¬ 
fort  in  the  days  of  darknefs,  and  the  hours  of  death  ?  In 
a  word,  their  wretched  joys  flourifh,  like  difmal  weep¬ 
ing  willows  watered  by  a  ditch:  Poor  the  figure  they 
make;  flux  and  obfeene  the  ground  on  which  they 
{land:  His  flourifh,  like  cedars  of  Libanus ,  from  the 
fountains  of  heaven ;  and  are  rooted  in  a  rock ;  the 
rock  of  his  falvation. 

It  is  this  fuperior  ground  on  which  he  Rands,  which 
imparts  that  inimitable  fweetnefs  of  air,  afpeCt,  and  de¬ 
portment,  which  marks  him  among  multitudes  of  the 
gay  eft,  for  the  gay.  They,  like  things  gilt,  have  much 
to  fhew;  much  more  to  hide ;  are  all  darknefs  within. 
He,  like  a  diamond,  is  tranfparent,  and  fhines  at  heart. 
He  looks,  as  if  virtue,  according  to  the  vvifh  of  fome 
fages,  was  at  lafl  become  vifible,  and  fhone  through 
him  ;  in  perfon,  not  precept,  making  a  viiit  to  man¬ 
kind  :  And  man  is  mended  by  looking  on  him. 

Now,  pleafe,  Sir,  to  obferve,  to  what  an  aflonifhirtg 
degree  that  intellectual  darknefs,  mentioned  in  my  for¬ 
mer  letter,  prevails  in  thefe  men,  that  would  outfhine 
all  the  world.  What  is  their  chief  boafl  ?  Why  this, 
that  they  make  the  tnoji  of  this  life.  Whereas  the  very 
fundamental  difference  between  them,  and  Eufelius ,  is. 
That  they  make  nothing  of  this  world,  becaufe  they 
defign  to  make  their  all  of  it.  Pie  makes  much  of  this 
world,  becaufe  he  holds  it  as  little  ;  becaufe  ever  having 
the  fentim#nts,  without  the  terrors,  of  a  death  bed,  he 

I  z  never 


never  cuts  off  this  life  from  the  thoughts  of  the  next ; 
but  fees  his  whole  exigence  in  one  unbroken  thread 
extended  before  him. 
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But,  before  I  difmifs  your  friend  Eufebius  (though  he 
has  made  you  a  very  long  vifit),  I  mull  take  notice  of 
one  particular  more.  Thefe  gentlemen  pique  themfelves 
on  their  epitome  of  all  virtue  and  religion,  benevolence : 
Jf  they  had  it,  it  would  confute  moll  I  have  faid  ;  and 
make  them  very  happy  :  For  it  may  Hand  as  a  genera] 
maxim,  that  men  are  happy  in  proportion  to  their  good¬ 
will  :  Nor  is  it  ftrange,  that,  to  the  greateft  duty,  fhould, 
by  nature,  belong  the  greateft  reward.  But  their  title 
to  this  virtue  is  not  clear.  The  reafon  they  fo  loudly 
pretend  to  it,  is,  becaufe  they  know  they  have  it  not. 
The  weakeft  fide  of  a  citadel  is  to  be  defended  moil 
Eufebius,  on  his  principles,  mufi  have  univerfal  good¬ 
will.  Self  love  obliges  him  to  it;  and  his  own  happy 
ftate  of  mind  inclines  him  the  fame  way  :  For  all  are 
mod  kind  to  others,  when  moft  eafy,  and  pleafed  with 
themfelves.  On  their  principles,  that  this  world  is  all 
cr,  at  lead,  all  they  will  concern  themfelves  about 
{elf  love  obliges  them  to  the  contrary  :  And  their  unea 
finds  in  themfelves  fccor.ds  that  obligation  :  So  tha 
you  may  as  well  expert  to  find  an  angel  among  the  difTo 
lute,  as  a  friend.  And,  indeed,  can  any  expert  tha 
they  fhould  lo\e  them,  better  than  their  own  fouls  ?  Ye 
that  would  they  do,  if  they  car’d  for  them  at  all. 


But,  in  Head  of  endeavouring  to  prove  what  needs  n< 
proof,  1  f h all  prelent  you  with  the  pirture  o>  one  o 
thefe  great  lovers  of  all  mankind,  if  you  will  promif 
not  to  cut  his  throat ;  which  pirture,  better  than  a  De 
piofihrnes,  will  prove  my  point.  You  will  know  whorr 
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i  mean,  when  I  tell  yon,  that  he  'is  enamoured  o f  the 
icharms,  and  deep  in  the  myfteries  of  play.  That  is,  he 
is  fo  fond  of  riches  (which  a  good  judge  tells  us  *  nemo 
bonus  unquatn  concupi-z'it J,  of  riches  is  he  fo  ovcr-ionu, 
that  he  is  quite  miferable  if  denied  a  daily  chance  ot 
aeing  dripped  to  beggary.  Greater  profeflions  of  friend- 
fhip  can  no  man  make,  than  this  arch-promifer  :  greater 
proofs  of  the  contrary  can  no  man  give.  He  never  did 
a  fas  our  that  proved  barren  to  his  own  defigns,  but  he 
^'ent  a  curfe  after  it.  All  his  kindnefies  are  artificial 
flies  ;  if  nothing  is  caught,  they  are  pocketed  again. 
“  Hook  him ,  or  hang  him”  is  a  favourite  maxim  of  his 
Sown  coining.  He  fmiles,  indeed,  with  great  compla¬ 
cency  on  a  crouded  levee  of  devoted  friends ;  with  no 
ilefs  than  on  a  hand  of  good  cards.  And  his  hope  from 
Iboth  is  juft  the  fame  ;  that  is,  fo  to  play  them  off,  as 
to  win  his  game.  That  done,  .if  intereft,  or  humour 
fcids,  he  throws  them  afide  as  a  foul  pack,  and  calls  for 
inew  ;  to  (huftle,  and  cheat,  and  play  tricks  with,  as  be¬ 
fore.  He  confiders  fools,  as  trumps,  with  which  he  is 
fure  to  win.  If  there  are  no  fools  to  be  taken  in,  he 
makes  a  pretty  good  hand  of  it  with  a  knave  of  the 
iright  fuit.  If  he  is  fo  unlucky  as  not  to  be  blefied  with 
jeither,  he  gives  out,  and,  for  that  time,  plays  no  more  : 
Tor,  without  a  good  hand,  a  bad  heart  is  infupporuble. 
But  profperitv  fooths  remorfe,  and  lays  confidence 
afteep.  This  is  one  who  knows  the  world  ;  which,  ge¬ 
nerally,  means,  one  that  knows  not  God.  He  never 
ithought  of  that  great,  final  ftake,  with  regard  to  which, 
he,  that  honcftly  but  defires  it,  is  fure  to  win  ;  and  he 
j that  plays  foul  the  moil  dextrouily,  is  fure  to  be  un¬ 
done.  Such  is  Avidienusy  fuch  is  that  good  man,  who, 

I  3 
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as  freely  as  cat  his  meal,  could  lay  down  his  life  for  nig 
friend". 

But,  in  excufe  for  fuch  men,  I  muff  own,  that,  for 
fueh  as  place  their  all  here,  there  can  be  no  fhadow  of 
focial  happinefs  but  from  deceiving,  or  being  deceived. 
From  deceiving,  and  fo  finding  fome  account  in  their 
villainy  :  Or  from  being  deceived ,  and  fo  finding  fome 
account  in  their  folly.  For  real  friendfhip  amongft  them 
is  impofiible  :  And,  indeed,  to  hope  a  friend  in  any 
man,  that  is  not  truly  his  own  friend,  is  abfurd.  From 
this  account,  it  is  evident,  that  the  chief  fountain  of 
happinefs  is  dried  up  in  their  hearts. 

A  wretch,  almod  fmothered  with  all  the  reputed 
means  of  happinefs,  would  of  all  objects  be  the  mod 
ridiculous,  were  it  not  the  mod  melancholy  too.  Dio- 
gtnes  went  about  the  city  of  Athens  begging  to  the  fla¬ 
tties  ;  being  afked  the  reafon,  he  faid,  He  was  learning 
to  bear  a  repulfe.  Thele  gentlemen  fhould  learn  the 
fame  leffon  ;  no  ftatue  can  be  deafer  than  mod  of  their 
purfuits,  when  they  afk  real  pleafure  of  them. 

'  .  i  %  *  L  !•*  * 

Thefe  are  the  men,  who,  while  Providence  lays  the 
reins  of  free-will  on  their  wanton  necks,  rufh  headlong 
into  even  unimportunate  temptations.  But  when  it  fhall 
put  its  hook  in  their  nofe ,  and  its  bridle  in  their  jaws ; 
when  it  fhall  drag  them  into  the  condition  of  your  un¬ 
happy  friend  ;  or  worfe,  when  the  tattered,  convulfed, 
body  (hall  be  {baking  out  an  unwilling  foul,  loth  to  leave 
it  for  a  dill  worfe  habitation  ;  then,  oh  !  what  a  change! 
It  places  full  before  me  the  lad  hours  of  that  noble 
youth  I  mentioned  above.  Lajl  hours  full  of  anguilh  ! 

how 
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how  lit  to  be  remembered  by  thofe  that  wi(n  peace  lo 
their  own.  This  is  the  funeral  to  which,  in  my  full 
letter,  I  promifed  to  invite  your  filer  Sempronia,  and 
her  gay  admirers ;  Sempronia ,  who  deiights  pfallere ,  CS 
cantare ,  ehgantius  quam  ncceffe  ef  probee,  And  what  in¬ 
vitation  more  kind  tlran  that  for  which  me  may  thamt 
me  for  ever,  when  other  entertainments  end  ?  If  they 
have  their  wine,  this  has  its  neftar.  Its  cup  of  faUa- 
'  tion,  p relied  from  that  Vine ,  wbofe  leaves  heal  the  na¬ 
tions,  and  whofe  fwelling  clutters  teem  with  eternal 
blifs.  Funeral  folemnities  are  more  for  the  lake  of  the 
living  than  the  dead .  What  a  trifle  that  honour  th^y 
1  receive  from  them,  to  the  benefit  we  may  reap  from 
that  affecting  feene  ! 

Oh!  Sir,  how  attesting !'  It  is  hill  before  my  eyes. 
That  wretched  youth  dies  again !  Again  1  am  Imitten 
with  his  death.  It  wounds  me  even  in  remembrance  : 
What,  then,  the  feene  itfelf  !  No  words  can  paint  it; 
no  time  efface  it ;  I  meet  it  in  my  dreams ;  I  fball  bear 
it  to  my  grave. 

I  am  about  to  reprefent  to  you  the  laft  hours  of  a  per- 
;  {on  of  high  birth,  and  high  fpirit ;  of  great  parts,  and 
lirong  pafiions,  every  way  accompiiPned,  nor  leail  in 
iniquity.  His  unkind  treatment  was  the  death  of  a  mod 
amiable  wife ;  and  his  great  extravagance,  in  effea,  diN 
inherited  his  only  child. 

But  to  my  point.  The  death-bed  of  a  profligate  is  next 
in  horror  to  that  abyfs,  to  which  it  leads.  It  has  the 
mod  of  hell  that  is  vifible  on  earth.  And  he  that  has 

feen  it,  has  more  than  faith  to  confirm  him  in  nis  creed. 

I  A  1  fee 


1  fee  it  now.  For  who  can  forget  it?  Are  there  in  if 
no  flames,  and  furies  You  know  not,  then,  what  a 
fear’d  imagination  can  figure;  what  a  guilty  heart  can 
reel.  How  difmal  is  it !  The  two  great  enemies  of 
foul  and  body,  fickr.efs  and  Jin ,  flnk  and  confound  his 
Iriends  ;  lilence,  and  darken  the  (hocking  feene.  Sick- 
nefs  excludes  the  li?ht  of  heaven  ;  and  fin,  its  bleflbd 
hope.  Oh!  double  darknefs !  more  than  Egyptian! 
Acutely  to  be  felt  ! 

Flow  unlike  thofe  illuminated  revels  of  which  he  was 
the  foul  ?  Did  this  poor,  pallid,  fcarce-animated  mafs 
dictate  in  the  cabinet  oi pleafure  \  pronounce  the  fafhion  ; 
and  teach  the  gavel!  to  be  gay  ?  Are  thefe  the  trophies 
of  his  Paphian  conquefls  ?  thefe  the  triumphs  to  be 
bought  with  heaven  ?  Is  this  he  who  fmote  all  their 
hearts  with  envy  at  his  pre  eminence  in  guilt  ?  See,  how 
he  lies  a  fad,  deferted,  outcaft  on  a  narrow  ifthmus  be¬ 
tween  time  and  eternity  ?  for  he  is  fcarce  alive.  Lafli’d 
and  overwhelm’d  on  one  fide,  by  the  fenfe  cf  fin  ;  on 
the  other,  by  the  dread  of  punifhment !  Beyond  the 
reach  cf  human  help,  and  in  defpair  of  divine  ! 

His  diflipated  fortune,  impoverifh’d  babe,  and  mur¬ 
der'd  wife,  lie  heavy  on  him  :  The  ghoft  of  his  mur¬ 
der’d  time  (for  now  no  more  is  left),  all  flain’d  with 
folly,  and  galh’d  with  vice,  haunts  his  diftraCted 
thought.  Confidence,  which  long  had  flept,  awakes 
like  a  giant  refrejhed  with  wine ;  lays  wade  all  his  for¬ 
mer  thoughts,  and  defires  ;  and,  like  a  long-depos’d, 
now  victorious  prince,  on  his  bleeding  heart,  impofes, 
inflicts,  its  own.  Its  late  foft  whifipers  are  thunder  in 

his 
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his  ears;  and  all  means  of  grace  reje&ed,  exploded, 
ridiculed,  is  the  bolt  that  ftrikes  him  dead.  Dead  even 
to  the  thoughts  of  death.  In  deeper  diftrefs,  defpair  of 
life  is  forgot.  He  lies  a  wretched  wreck  of  man  on 
the  Ihore  of  eternity,  and  the  next  breath  he  draws, 

|  blows  him  o.T  into  rain. 

I  The  greateft  profligate  is,  at  lead,  a  momentary  faint, 

[  at  fuch  a  fight :  For  this  is  a  fight  which  plucks  olt  the 
maik  of  folly,  ftrips  her  of  her  gay  difguife,  which 
glittered  in  the  falfe  lights  of  this  world's  mummery, 
and  makes  her  appear  to  be  folly,  to  the  grcatefl  fool. 

How  think  we  then  ?  Is  not  the  deathbed  of  a  pro.' 
fligate  the  moll  natural  and  powerful  antidote  for  thi 
po.fon  of  his  example  ?  Heals  not  the  bruifed  fcorp.o* 
the  wound  it  gave  ?  Intends  not  heaven,  that,  ftruclt 
;  with  the  terrors  of  fuch  an  exit,  we  (hould  provide  com-* 

!  fort  for  our  own  ?  Would  not  he,  who  departs  obdurate 
from  it,  continue  adamant,  though  one  rofe  from  the 
|  dead  ?  For  fuch  a  feene  partly  draws  afide  the*  curtain 
that  divides  time  from  futurity  ;  and,  in  feme  mealure, 
pives  to  fight  that  tremendous,  of  which  we  only  kad 

the  feeble  report  before. 

Is  not  this  then  a  prime  fchool  of  wifdom  :  Are  not 
they  obliged,  that  are  invited  to  this?  For  what  elle 
Ihould  reclaim  us  ?  The  pulpit  ?  We  are  prejudiced 
againll  it.  Befides,  an  agonizing  profligate,  though 
Rlmt,  out-preaches  the  moil  celebrated  that  the  pulpit 
ever  knew  :  But,  if  he  fpeah,  his  words  might  mflruct 

the  beft  inftrufters  of  mankind.  Mint  in  the  warm 

j  ^  converfe 
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converfe  of  life,  we  think  with  men  ;  on  a  death-bed? 
with  God. 

But  there  are  two  lefTons  of  this  fchool  written,  as  it 
were,  in  capitals,  which  they  that  run  may  read.  Firjh 
He  that,  in  this  his  minority,  this  fchool  of  difcipline, 
this  field  of  conflia,  inflead  of  grafping  the  weapons  of 
his  warfare,  is  for  ever  gathering  flowers,  and  catching 
at  butterflies,  with  his  unarmed  hand  ;  ever  making  idle 
Pleafures  his  purfuit ;  muff  pay  for  it  his  vaft  reverfion  ; 
and,  on  opening  his  final  account  (of  which  a  aeath-oed 
breaks  the  feab,  fhall  find  himfelf  a  beggar  ;  a  beggar 
paft  beggary  j  and  fhall  paflienately  wifh,  that  his  \ery 
bfeihs;  were  added  to  the  reft  01  his  lofs. 

v-> 

-Secondly,  He  fhall  find,  that  truth ,  Divine  Truth, 
however,  through  life,  injured,  wounded,  luppreffed,  is 
infupprefhble,  victorious,  immortal.  Th  t,  though  with 
mountains  overwhelmed,  it  will,  one  day,  burfl  out  like 
the  fires  of  JEtna  ;  vifille,  bright,  and  tormenting,  as 
the  moft  raging  flame.  As  now,  (Oh  !  my  friena  !)  I 
ihail  too  pLinly  prove. 

The  fad  evening  before  the  death  of  that  noble  youth, 
whofe  iaft  hours  fuggefted  thcfe  thoughts,  I  was  with 
him.  No  one  w  as  there,  b  -t  his  phyfician,  and  an  in¬ 
timate  v  horn  he  loved,  and  whom  ne  had  ruined.  At 
my  corning  in,  he  laid  ; 

“  You,  and  the  phyfician,  are  come  too  late. — I  have 
*(  neither  life,  nor  hope.  You  both  aim  at  miracies. 

You  would  raife  the  dead.’! 

Heaven, 
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Heaven,  I  faid,  was  merciful. 

t 

«  Or  I  could  not  have  been  thus  guilty.  What  has 
«  it  not  done  to  blefs,  and  to  fa<ve  me  ?  —  I  have  been 
«  too  ftrong  for  Omnipotence  !  I  plucked  down  ruin. 

-  •  t 

I  faid,  The  Blefled  Redeemer — 

“  Hold  !  hold  !  you  wound  me  ! — That  is  the  rock 
c<  on  which  I  fplit—  1  denied  his  name. 

Refufmg  to  hear  any  thing  from  me,  or  take  any  thing 
from  the  phyflcian,  he  lay  filent,  as  far  as  fudden  darts 
of  pain  would  permit,  ’till  the  clock  ftruck.  Then  with 
vehemence  ; 

'  i  ’  *  f 

c<  Oh,  Time  !  Time  !  It  is  fit  thou  fhould’ft  thus 

ftrike  thy  murderer  to  the  heart.— How  art  thou  fled. 
“  for  ever! — A  month  !— Oh,  for  a  Angle  week  !  I  afk 

not  for  years.  Though  an  age  wote  too  litt.'e  for  th*. 

much  I  have  to  do.” 

On  my  faying,  we  could  not  do  too  muon  :  Tnafc 
heaven  was  a  blefled  place— 

(S  So  much  the  worfe.  ’Tis  loft  !  ’Tis  loft  !— Heaven 
«  is  to  me  the  fevereft  part  of  hell !” 


Soon  after,  I  propofed  prayer. 


“  Pray  you  that  can.  I  never  prayed.  I  cannot 

«  prfty, _ 'Nor  need  I.  Is  not  heaven  on  my  fide  already  ? 

^  ^  It 
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It  clofes  with  my  confcience.  Its  levered  ftrokes  but 
44  feccnd  my  o<ivn." 

His  friend  being  much  touch  d,  even  to  tears,  at  this 
(who  could  forbear  ?  I  could  not),  with  a  mod  affecti¬ 
onate  look,  he  faid  : 

e‘  Keep  thofe  tears  for  Thyfelf.  I  have  undone  thee, 

«  — Doll:  weep  for  me  ?  That’s  cruel.  What  can  pain 
44  me  more  ?” 

Here  his  friend?  too  much  affected,  would  have  left 
him. 

No,  day.  'Thou  dill  may’d  hope  -Therefore  hear 
*«  me.  How  madly  have  I  talked  ?  How  madly  hail 
44  thou  lidened,  and  believed  ?  But  look  on  my  prefent 
«  date,  as  a  full  anfwer  to  thee,  and  to  myfelf.  This 
«*  body  is  all  weaknefs  and  pain  ;  but  my  foul,  as  if 
«  dung  up  by  torment  to  greater  drength  and  fpint,  is 
*-  full  powerful  to  reafon  ;  full  mighty  to  differ.  And 
*<  that,  which  thus  triumphs  within  the  jaws  of  morta- 
lity,  is,  doubtlefs,  i?nnwrta!.—-&.si&,  as  for  a  Deity , 

*<  nothing  lefs  than  an  Almighty  could  inflift  what  I 

44  feel.” 

I  was  about  to  congratulate  this  paflive,  involuntary, 
coafeffor,  on  his  afferting  the  two  prime  articles  of  his 
creed,  extorted  by  the  rack  of  nature  j  when  he  thus3 

very  paifionately : 

* 

*■<  No,  no  !  let  me  fpeak  on.  I  have  not  long  to 

14  fpeak — My  much-injur'd  friend!  my  foul,  as  my 

i(  body, 
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«  body,  lies  in  ruins ;  in  fcattered  fragments  of  broken 
«  thought :  Remorfe  for  the  paft  throws  my  thought 
w <  on  the  future.  Worfe  dread  of  the  future,  ftrikes  it 
«.  back  on  the  part.  I  turn,  and  turn,  and  find  no  ray. 

«  Didft  thou  feel  half  the  mountain  that  is  on  me,  thou 
«  vvouldil  ftrugglc  with  the  martyr  for  his  hake ;  and 
“  blefs  heaven  for  the  flames  -,—Tbat  is  not  an  everlatt- 
«  ing  flame;  ‘ That  is  not  an  unquenchable  fire. 

How  were  we  flruck  ?  Yet,  foon  after,  Hill  more. 
With  what  an  eye  of  diilraaion,  what  a  face  of  defpair, 
he  cried  out : 

“  My  principles  have  poifoned  my  friend  ;  my  extra- 
«  valance  has  beggared  my  boy  ;  my  unkindnefs  has 
“  murdered  my  wife  !— And  is  there  another  hell?— 

“  Oh !  Thou  blafphemed,  yet  moil  indulgent.  Lor 
«  God!  hell  itfelf  is  a  refuge,  if  it  hides  me  from  thy 
frown.” 

Soon  after,  his  undemanding  failed.  His  terrified 
imagination  uttered  horrors  not  to  be  repeated,  or  ever 
forgot.  And  ere  the  fun  (which  I  hope  has  feen  few 
1  like  him)  arofe,  the  gay,  young,  noble,  ingenious,  ac- 
cemplifhed,  and  moft  wretched,  Aitamont  expired. 

If  this  is  a  Man  of  Pleafure,  what  is  a  man  of  pain  ? 
How  quick,  how  total,  is  the  tranfit  of  thefe  P h actant i- 
ades  ;  In  what  a  difmal  gloom  they  fet  for  ever  !  How 
fhort,  alas  !  the  day  of  their  rejoicing  !  For  a  moment 
they  glitter,  they  dazzle.  In  a  moment  where  are  they 
Obliviqn  covers  their  memories.— Ah  !  would^it  dia. 
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Infamy  fnatches  them  from  oblivion.  In  the  long-liv¬ 
ing  annals  of  infamy  their  triumphs  are  recorded.  Thy 
fufferings  Hill  bleed  in  the  bofom  (Poor  Altcunont ! )  of 
the  heart-Hricken  friend  :  For  Altaniont  had  a  friend.  He 
might  have  had  many.  With  what  capacities  was  he 
endowed,  with  what  advantages,  for  being  greatly  good  ? 
But  with  the  talents  of  an  angel  a  man  may  be  a  fool. 
If  he  judges  amifs  in  the  fupreme  point,  judging,  right 
in  all  elfe  but  aggravates  his  folly  ;  as  it  thews  him 
wrong,  though  bleffed  with  the  belt  capacity  of  doing 

right. 

o 

Such,  fo  fatal,  when  abufed,  are  the  greateft  bleffings 
of  heaven.  Heaven  grant  his  agonies  were  an  expiation 
of  the  pad  ;  not  a  prefage,  and  fad  fpecimen,  of  the  fu¬ 
ture.  That  his  furviving  companions  and  admirers  may 
never  fuffer  the  fame,  give  me  leave  to  ipeak  to  them, 
while  this  aftedling  objedt  is  (or  might  be)  in  their 
fight. 

«  Ye  Haunch  purfuers  of  Pleafure,  opening  in  full 
*(  cry  on  its  burning  fcent !  who  run  yourielves  om  of 
(i  breath,  health,  credit,  eilate,  and  often  life,  after  that 
«  you  cannot  catch  !  For  a  moment,  flacken  your  fpeed, 
“  and  cool  the  fervor  of  your  chace.  It  is  a. friend  that 
«<  calls,  and  he  is  his  own,  that  hears. 

«<  If  there  is  a  fcene  on  earth,  in  which  you  can  find 
“  greater  advantage,  than  in  that  to  which  you  have 
t<  been  invited,  do  not  come :  If  there  is  not,  indulge 
“  me  in  a  few  words,  which  may  not  be  foon  forgot  j 

“  At  lead,  the)  will  recur  to  your  thoughts,  they  will 

-  <{  recur 
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“  recur  to  your  feeling  hearts,  when  your  prefent  jovial 
«  chace  is  over  ;  when  Pleafure  is  no  more. 

* 

«  It  will  be  grateful  to  your  friend  deceafed,  whom 
<(  you  were  always  willing  to  oblige,  it,  with  his  ac- 
<(  complilhments,  you  remember  his  faults;  for  then 
“  you  will  not  forget  your  own  ;  but  read,  in  his  deep 
“  diftrefs,  a  ftrong  caution  againft  them.  Affords  not 
“  the  rock  on  which  he  fplit,  a  fohd  bans  for  your  fafe- 
“  ty  ?  Has  he  not  well-marked  where  mifchief  lies? 

See  you  not  the  wreck  of  that  gallant  frit-rate  ?  or, 

“  rather,  is  he  not  a  beacon,  lighted  up  by  kind  Provi- 
“  dence,  to  guide  you  fa fe  through  the  dangerous  voy- 
“  age  of  human  life? 

«*  He  once,  as  you  now,  imagined  hirrfelf,  in  this 
life,  immortal.  Was  lie  not  miltaken  ?  He  has  taken 
“  his  final  flight;  whither,  who  can  tell?  If  you  con- 
«■«  tinue  yours,  in  the  fame  fatal  track,  who  is  he  thaw 
«  cannot  tell  where  the  folly  muft  end  r  Smitten,  tranf- 
<«  fixed,  when  moil  fecure,  from  the  mo  ft  tov  eiing 
“  heights  he  dropp’d,  at  once,  into  depths  of  dikre.s, 
“  not  to  be  fathomed  by  man.  In  gaiety  of  heart 
«  defy  not  the  danger.  Are  there  not  more  arrows  in 
the  fame  quiver  ?  and  are  not  you  as  fair  ana  tempt - 
i(  ing  a  mark?  more  tempting,  if  una -  iuonilhtd,  and 
«•  mounting  ftill  over  his  forgotten  tomb.  And  whom 
dare  you  tempt  ?  An  Archer  that  never  mined  his 
<£  mark. 

_  J-V  '■  .  o-  1 

“  But  you,  from  your  gay  pavdion,  embowered  in 
“  rofes,  fee  no  threatening  profpeas  ;  no  dangers  of 

«  death. - Oh,  Sirs !  Death  delights  to  lie  hid  m 

“  thickets 
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“  thickets  of  rofes  !  How  often  the  gayeft  fall  fill  in 
“  his  fnare  ?  Yet  even  this  is  too  gentle,  too  mild,  to 
«  anfvver  the  good-will  of  heaven  ;  it  cannot  keep  the 
“  world  in  awe. 

“  What  uncommon  fortitude  is  needful  to  bear  pro- 
fperities  unhurt  ?  It  is  now  lunlhine  with  yon  ;  and 
“  you  think  all  is  well.  It  is  the  feafon  of  indulgence. 

««  _ But  feafcns  will  change.  You  that  are  now  all  fo- 

a  cia.1  comfort,  gathered  clofe  in  glad  cluftcis,  and 
“  (like  embodied  birds  of  pafiage  bound  for  new 
“  climes)  on  your  impatient  wing  for  new  delights ! 
a  what  will  you  do,  when  each  of  you,  fever  d  from 
<i  the  an  unexperienced,  unexpected,  reclufe,  lies 

c‘  forely  pain’d;  dreading  worfe ;  none  to  converge 
«  with,  but  the  two  greateft  ftrangers,  his  own  heart, 

«  and  Him  who  made  it ;  and  neither  at  peace  with 
«  him  ?  Say,  ye  ftrangers  to  care,  and  aboanders  in 
<c  mirth  *  what  will  he  do,  when  he  finds  himieif  ft  ill 
«  {ubfifting  in  a  flate,  where  none  of  thofe  pleafures, 
«  for  which  alone  he  wifhed  to  fubfift,  can  poflibly  any 
«  longer  fubfift  with  him  ?  When  the  dark  matter^  at 
«  the  centre  will  not  be  more  foreign  to  him,  than  that 
«  which  now  beats  high  in  his  pulfe,  and  flufhes  in  his 
«(  cheek  ;  and  flings  him  on  to  fchemes,  that  laugh  at 
a  fuch  lectures  as  thefe  ?  When  he  finds  himfelf  led,  by 
«  the  foft  hand  of  Pleafure,  to  thofe  difraal  gates,  which 
«  Ihe  herfelf  will  never,  never,  never,  enter  ? 

“  Confider,  my  good  friends  !  you  full  retain  the 

«  name  of  Chriftians ;  and  have  heard  of  the  Scrip- 

“  tures.  To  fpeak  their  language,  If  Chriftians  are 

“  racers. 
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racers,  you  have  not  yet  ffarted  :  If  warriors,  your 
“  armour  is  not  yet  on  :  If  labourers  in  the  vineyard, 

**  you  pluck  down  the  vine,  and  get  drunk  with  the 
“  grapes :  If  watchers,  your  nap  is  not  yet  over.  There 
“  is  no  man,  but,  in  fome  part  of  life,  either  hung  by 
“  felf-mov'd  ccnfcience,  or  alarm’d  by  fome  providen- 
f‘  rial  event,  as  out  of  a  long  idle  dream,  harts,  at  once, 

“  into  his  fenfes.  The  longer  the  dream,  the  greater 
ft  his  furprize  and  pain  ;  and,  if  he  nods  to  the  laff,  the 
“  pain  and  horror  ^as  too  well  has  been  prov’dj  is  in-  ' 
“  expreffible. 

“  Cannot  that  awful  truth  interrupt  your  {lumber  ? 

<(  He  lleeps  found  indeed,  at  whole  ear  a  friend’s  knell 
“  ft  all  knock  in  vain.  But,  fetting  friendfhip  afide; 

«  granting,  that  with  men  of  your  call,  a  friend  dead  is 
<£  a  friend  annihilated;  afk,  1  befeech  you,  pur  Q  felf- 
“  intereft  one  quehion  ;  “  Have  you  no  concern  in  this 
“  death?  Is  it  nothing  to  you  Oh  !  much,  very 
“  much  !  It  cannot  hand  neuter.  It  is  big  with  good 
t(  or  ill.  It  muft  haften  your  amendment,  or  heighten 
<£  your  offence.  Henceforth,  the  fame  crimes  are  feven- 
“  fold  guilt ! 

<£  Have  you  never  confulted  the  workings  of  nature  ? 
<£  Have  you  never  been  furprized  with  a  lerious  feeling 
“  of  heart  t  When  I  hand,  though  a  ftranger,  on  the 
li  verge  of  another’s  grave ;  when  I  fee  the  fhaken 
i(  mould  take  poffeflion  of  human  pride ;  and  hear  the 
“  folemn  found  of  duji  to  duji ;  what  fwellir.g  of  foul, 
“  but  inftantly  fubfides  ?  What  falutary  thoughts,  but, 
“  at  once,  it  infpires  ?  The  grave  ©f  one  unknown,  and 

“  dying 
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**  dying  a  common  death ,  would  have  this  efle£l .  What 
then-,  the  grave  of  a  friend,  and  or  our  own  cnaracler  ; 

*<■  and  that  not  good  ;  and  dying  of  the  ioihes  in  \vhich 
«  rifje  live  ;  and  with  admonitions  in  his  mouth,  ana 
«  horrors  in  his  heart  ?  What  heart  impregnable  to  fuch 
«  an  affault  ?  What  thunder  equal  to  fuch  a  groan  ? 

It  would  eccho  for  ever  in  a  penetrable  ear.  In  a 
*(  penetrable  heart  there  would  be  wrought  a  mighty 
“  change. 

iS  For  fee  you  not  the  mighty  force  that  .is  implied  m 
“  this  mercy  ?  Heaven  trufts  not  to  your  faith  ;  but 
*l  gives  fenfibh  proor  of  what  yTou  have  to  fear.  At.d 
could  it  do  more  ?  Would  a  miracle  luihce  r  You 
«  have  it  in  a  mercy  fo  little  deferved.  If  danger  can 
“  alarm  you,  you,  now,  are  alarmed.  If  nothing  can 
C(  alarm  you,  nothing  can  lave. 

“  I  Otould  grieve  to  have  faid  too  much.  Yet,  have 
«  I  faid  too  much,  if  my  words  ferve  only  to  render 
«  more  in  ex  cu  fable  that  imprudence,  which  they  labour 
“  to  remove.  Rather  know.  your,  danger,  and  embrace 
«  the  plank  (though  not  of  cedar)  which  I  throw  out- 
“  for  your  efcape.  Our  fondnefs  for  good,  ihuts  our 
**  eyes  on  evil ;  we  fearer  allow  it  exiftence  before 
«  js  felt.  But,  remember,  we  live  in  a  moft  mutable 
“  feene:  and  have  the  fear  of  to-morrow  before  your 
6i  eyes.  Not  the  keeneft  difeernment  can  ken  tmough 
“  the  fecond  of  a  minute.  To  keep  witnin  the  reach 
“  of  mercy,  is  the  grand  concern,  and  fupreme  biei- 
“  fing  of  human  life. 

if  l/[y 
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{<  ]VIy  converted!  or  condemned ! 

“  farewell.” 

Tims,  dear  Sir,  I  fpeak  to  thefe  gentlemen.  I  wifh 
they  do  not  rather  chufe  to  (how  their  parts,  than  their 
penitence  f  and  criticise  my  fpeech ,  inftead  of  their  own 
conduct.  If  fo,  they  demonftrate  how  very  great  occa- 
fion  there  was  of  it ;  though  it  proves  ineffectual. 


[  1 8  9  1 


L  E  T  T  E  R  IV. 

O  N 

PLEASURE. 


Dear  Sir , 

YOU  Teem  to  think,  in  your  lafl  letter,  that  our 
age  is  io  far  gone,  as  to  be  pah  recovery.  I  hope 
not.  AvioJa ,  a  conful  in  the  time  of  Gordian ,  revived 
on  his  funeral  pile.  I  will  not  defpair,  but  that  Britijb 
virtue,  now,  like  the  phenix ,  dying  in  its  fiweets,  may 
ftart  up  from  its  allies,  and  re-aflume  its  former  glory. 
I  lhall  therefore  proceed  a  little  farther. 

I  grant,  that  The  Man  of  Pleafure ,  as  well  as  the  good 
man,  has  his  joy.  But  their  joys  are  very  different. 
They  differ  not  only  in  their  objeds,  but  their  kind. 
Which  is  as  yet  a  fecret  to  them  ;  and,  polfibly,  to  you. 
Joy  from  temporals,  is  a  terreilrial  joy.  And,  like  all 
things  terredrial,  has  a  dreg  in  it.  If  you  obferve  your 

own 
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vn  heart  you  will  find,  that  joy  from  temporals,  has 
ever  fomewhat  of  a  gay  inquietude,  a  difiurbed  am.  tn- 
i-„ous  delight.  Like  fom.e  liquors,  all  in  an  u.iqu 
ferment  and  confufion,  while  they  fparkle,  and  imi.e. 
tv  from  eternals,  joy,  I  mean,  on  fpiritual  accounts 
\Lz  )  Mens  confcia  reBi ;  or,  a  delightful  hopem  im¬ 
mortality  .  or,  an  humble  perfuafion  of  Divine  favour, 
C  TW.  io;  U  celeftial,  and,  like  a  fine  calm  fum 

mer’s  evening,  is  undifturbed,' placid,  and  ferene.  1  | 

fo-ft  is  a  paffion,  and  that  in  ^Vavelfeed 

from  it  even  to  death,  'the  latter  feems  rather  to  -e, 
or  to  referable,  an  inflation,  in  which  the  dimecai .  e 
takes  away,  or  fuperfedes,  our  human  .nhrmi  > .  Tnete 
fote,  by  oar  church,  moft  properly  filled 
Cod  Nor  let  Centaurs  imagine,  that  t  is  pe 
rationed  by  the  fmallnefs  of  the  joy.  No,  I  fajjeth 

TZerfi^  and  is,  firidly  fpeaking,  a  fpecimen, 

an  adtual  part,  of  heaven. 


On  Pleasure. 


For,  indeed,  the  fupnm  happinefs,  a»d  f 

;Le, «« 

zxtzz  ..1 

£  s&£&'  S**  ““ 
S&sc  St 

if  «o~  ..if.,  «.r  <*  «**  b“  ”*  "S'. 


On  Pleasure.  191 

gered.  Or,  grant  the  worft,  thofe  tumultuous  billows 
that  devour  others,  rock  him  to  reft  eternal. 

When  the  good  man  lies  down  to  reft,  no  fears  from 
the  dangers  of  the  night  break  through  his  ftrong  con¬ 
fidence  in  the  Divine  Protection.  When  he  awakes, 
his  firft  thought  lays  hold  on  heaven  ;  which  gives  thro’ 
the  confecrated  day,  fuch  a  fweetnefs  of  afpeit  and  de¬ 
portment,  fuch  a  force  and  firmnefs,  to  his  felicity  ; 
that  we  may  venture  almoft  to  lay,  He  cometb  forth  as  a 
bridegroom  from  his  chamber ,  and  rejoiceth ,  as  a  giant ,  to 
run  his  courfc . 

The  Man  of  Pleafure  has  his  little  clouds  at  the  brighteft, 
the  courfe  of  his  happinefs  is  retarded  by  a  ftravv  ;  and 
any  confiderable,  Icarce  confiderable,  accident  puts  it 
quite  to  death.  Not  only  the  neceftaries,  or  conveni- 
encies,  but  the  decorations,  and  fuperfluities  of  life,  are 
vital  to  his  fickly  felicity.  In  any  of  them  he  may  re¬ 
ceive  a  deep  or  deadly  wound.  Whereas  they  are  mere 
excrefcenccs  to  the  good  man’s  happinefs ;  and  he  has 
no  more  feeling  in  them  than  in  his  hair,  or  his  nail  : 
Nay  his  happinefs  is  of  fo  irong  a  conftitution,  that  it 
can  Hand  real  calamities  unhurt.  Nor  quits  its  ferenity 
on  the  confines  of  the  grave  ;  which  the  Man  of  Plea¬ 
fure  but  ill  retains  in  the  funfhine  of  life. 

Of  which  ftrange  inferiority  one  caufe  is  very  obvi¬ 
ous.  When  all  our  hopes  and  fears  are  confined  within 
this  narrow  icene,  what  an  infupportable  importance, 
what  a  tyranny  over  our  paftions,  does  this  give  it  ? 
what  demi-gods  does  it  make  our  fuperiors,  who  can 
bellow,  what  we  mof  value!  We  tremble  before  them. 

What 
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What  mountains  does  it  make  of  little  til  ngs  -.^cau.s  I 
the  ereateft  in  our  inventory  ?  We  turn  pale,  lometimss 
die  at  their  lofs.  But,  the  firft  moment  we  take  God: 
for’our  protestor,  and  his  precious  promifes  for  our  chu-> 

portion,  our  fuperiors,  even  kings,  flirink  to  men  ;  and 

crowns  imperial  lofe  their  luftre.  Little  things  are  little, 
and  leaveour  hearts  at  reft.  As  a  taper  to  the  fun  ; 
fuch  the  fun  to  the  glories  that  frail  be  revealed.  Look- 
in,  to  the  clofe  of  the  drama,  we  refume  our  native 
dignity  ;  nor  are  longer  over-awed  on  the  ftage,  by  our 
fellows;  or,  perhaps,  our  inferiors  behind  the :  feene 
Nay,  fometimes,  on  it  too.  When,  like  poor  Aitamont, 
they  are  forced  to  change  their  plume  for  the  warm  cap 
of  ficknefs ;  and  are  unbuttoning  their  buflans  on  the 
bed  of  anguish,  terror,  and  death. 


And  muft  this,  one  day,  be  the  cafe  ?  after  having 
run  the  gauntlet  of  difappointing,  painful,  pleafures,  an  , 
for  fomeSyears  being  affixed  with  delights ;  to  drop  un¬ 
regarded,  unlamented,  infamous,  into  punl  m 
creator  for  the  puniftiment  they  have  alrea  y  un  e.- 

cone -Of  human  happinefs  what  a  diunal  account  is 

this  ?  Yet  this  is  the  true.  Let  us,  therefore,  enquire 
if  it  is  not  worfe  than  they  deferve. 


Our  Men  o/Pleafure  affeft  much  being  Men  »/«*•* 
too;  that  is,  they  are  as  proud,  as  they  are  diftolute^ 
or,  in  other  words,  they  will  not  ftoop  to  mean  anc 
little  vices:  they  deal  only  in  great.  T  ,ey  coin  < 
pick  a  pocket ;  but  triumph  in  cutting  a  throat.  If  tne 
immaculate  honour  is  violated  by  word,  look,  or  though 
then  they  trample  all  the  laws  of  religion,  juftice,  an 
humanity,  without  remorfe.  My  enjatrj  will  join  Tl 
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Man  of  Honour  and  The  Man  of  Pleafure  together.  But 
how  fhall  I  enquire  ?  How  fhall  I  know  the  heart  of 
thefe  men  ?  And  that  only  can  inform  me  right.  Let 
us  then  confider  what  thefe  mens  prayer  would  be,  if 
they  prayed  at  all.  For  what  is  a  prayer,  but  addreliing 
to  fome  fuperior  power,  the  real  defires  of  our  hearts  ? 

Thus  then  I  will  (hew  you  an  exad  pi&ure  of  their 
hearts.  There  was  fo  mafterly  a  copy  of  a  capital  pic¬ 
ture  of  Julio  Romano ,  taken  by  one  of  his  fcholars,  that 
he  fwore  it  was  his  own  original  drawing.  I  hope  fo 
to  copy  their  hearts,  that  they  fhall  imagine,  that  it  is 
not  I,  but  they  themfelves,  that  fpeak.  The  defires  of 
their  hearts,  if  cloathed  in  words,  would  run  to  the  fol¬ 
lowing  purpofe. — But,  frf,  this  caution  :  Let  not  that 
offend  pious  ears,  which  paffes  in  an  impious  heart; 
and  which,  for  the  fake  of  piety  (though,  perhaps,  not 
without  fome  (hock  to  it),  is  drawn  out  into  light. 


The  Profligate’s  Prayer. 

,l  /""'V  Thou  !  whofe  omnipotence  is  but  a  fecond  actru 
“  V-r  bute,  an  able  fervant  to  thy  delight.  Thou 
“  great  fountain  of  Pleafure  f  as  fach  I  adore  thee. 
“  Pleafure  alone  makes  me  devout  ;  and  let  devotion 
“  advance  my  Plealure.  For  I  am  not  more  devout, 
u  than  modeft  ;  1  afk  not,  yet,  for  heaven.  Give  me 
“  my  heaven  on  earth.  I  et  Mahomet's  paradife  defcend, 
“  and  blefs  me  on  this  fide  the  grave.  Let  my  honour 
“  too  (bine  before  men  ;  and  let  none  fee  my  heart, — • 
“  but  1  hee.  Noelem  peccatis ,  iff  fraudibus  objice  nubetn . 
“  Give  my  Lifts  a  long  and  profperous  reign  over  me  ; 
Vql.  IV.  j£  “  and 
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«  and  let  not  religion  approach  to  hurt  me.  Lead  me 
“  into  temptation,  and  give  me  fir ength  to  comply  with 
*<  it.  And  deliver  me  from  all  evil,  that  may  mar  my 
“  delights.  Let  me  be  (as  I  have  been)  a  brute  while 
“  I  live,  and  an  angel  (if  angels  there  are)  when  I 

«  die/’ 

Is  the  good  man  (hocked  at  this  ?  Yes ;  and  the  pro¬ 
fligate  too.  Few  know  the  foulnefs  of  their  own  hearts. 
A  "famous  modern,  when,  in  an  age  he  had  loft  his  un¬ 
demanding,  pafting  by  a  looking-glafs,  cried  out  in 
companion,  “  Poor  old  man  /”  not  knowing  it  to  be  him- 
felf  Thus  the  profligate,  at  fight  of  this  mirror,  equally 
ignorant,  no  doubt  will  cry  out  in  furprize,  “  Horrid 
“  wretch  r  I  anfwer,  therefore,  to  the  queftion  above, 
<viz  Is  it  not  worfe  than  they  defers?  That  Men  of 
Pleafure ,  themfelves  being  judges,  deferve  the  worft. 

In  contrail  to  this  (and  fure  it  wants  an  antidote), 
accept  that  piece  of  devotion  you  defired  on  your  friend’s 
account  *  and  may  it  prove  of  fome  little  fervice  to 

him. 


Devout  Thoughts  of  the  Retired 
-  PENITENT. 

YE  S  blefled,  ever  bleffed  be  the  Divine  Indul¬ 
gence  for  this.  How  wanted,  how  welcome, 
<■  this  afylum  ?  this  recefs  >  Here  earth  holds  its  peace; 
“  and  heaven’s  voice  can  be  heard.  Heaven’s  voice,  if 
..  we  liften,  ever  fpeaking  in  the  human  heart.  Here 

let  me  tvinmune  with  my  fo  long-anxious  heart; 

<  <  \xj  h  1  r  h 
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*'  which  has  frequently  called  on  me  for  an  audience, 
“  and  found  me  pre-engaged.  Or  elfe,  the  rude  world 
‘  broke  in  on  our  conference;  and  fatally  pufhed  it 
“  off  ’till  a  farther  day.  Though  ((hocking  to  confu 
“  der!)  though  a  depending  eternity  often  chid  my 
“  delay. 

■  f£-  *  i  1  \  \  '  ,  ‘  #  [ ;  1 

“  While  the  noife  of  the  world  beats  its  drum  in  our 
“  ears ;  and  its  buttle,  and  hurry,  throws  its  dud  in 
“  our  eyes ;  who  can  hear  the  foft  whifpers-  of  confci- 
“  ence,  or  read  the  ftrong  demands  of  reafon,  though 
“  written  in  capitals,  on  the  compos’d  and  difenchanted 
r‘  heart  ?  I  now  read,  hear,  and  tremble.  I  tremble  at 
“  that,  in  which  I  once  triumphed.  I  blufh  at  that,  of 
,r  which  I,  once,  was  vain.  Oh,  Plea/ure  !  Pleafure  ! 
"  what  art  thou  ?  The  death  of  reafon.  And  with 
“  reafon  dies  the  whole  heaven,  as  well  as  character, 
“  of  man. 

“  The  cloud  now  a  little  broken,  which  wrapped  me 
f‘  up  in  night,  look  round,  my  foul  enlarged  !  and  fay, 
“  where,  or  what  am  I  ?  An  immenfity  around  me  !  av» 
“  eternity  before  me  !  a  fhadow,  my  Pleafure !  a  moment, 
“  my  time!  a  vapour,  my  life!  And  (hall  amoment,fhade, 
“  vapour,  engage  all  my 'love?  engrofs  all  my  thought? 
“  Shall  it  bid  an  angel  from  heaven  wait  my  better  lei- 
‘  fure  ?  Bid  the  great  Father  of  angels  defer  his  call  ’till 
‘  to-morrow  r— What,  O  my  foul !  ifHefhould  call  no 

*  more  !— Good  God  !  If  He  fhould  call  no  more  ?  If 
‘  He  Ihould  leave  thee  to  thyfelf? — Where,  then,  is 

*  hope  ?  Where,  then,  is  man  ? 

“  Man,  defperate  man,  the  firil  moment  he  fets  up 
‘  for  himfelf,  and  impatient  of  controul,  takes  the 

K  2  “  rein 
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rein  into  his  own  mad  hands  j  the  firft  m°m«t  he  >s 
at  liberty,  he  is  the  greateft  of  flaves.  Howfhackled . 
how  harrafs’d  !  how  ftarved  !  In  the  midftof  his  riots, 
what  a  famine  of  joy  ?  None  can  be  wife  for  time, 
that  are  fools  for  eternity.  Dreadful  independence  . 
the  firlt  moment  man  quits  hold  of  his  Creator,  he 
drops !  In  diftraaion  and  ruin,  how  unfathomed  his 

fall! 


..  Out  of  that  deep,  I  call  unto  Thee,  O  Lord !  Lord, 
i-  hear  my  voice.  Diffolve  the  charm  that  ties  me  o.owr 
«,  t0  delights  trifling,  terreftrial,  infernal ;  and  give  tn< 
..  wings  to  rife  into  day,  and  reach  the  things  that  be 
..  long  to  my  peace.  Where  is  the  creature,  whic 
..  Thou  haft  made  ?  Where  is  the  heart,  which  1  ho 
„  haft  given  ?  This  fink  of  pollution!  this  neft  of  al 
«  vices !  it  could  not  come  from  Thee.  No,  I  hav 
“  fnatched  it  out  of  thy  bleffed  hand,  and  let  it  fal 
«  in  the  mire.  What  is  it  to  me,  that  thy  mercy  u  ow 
..  M  thy  works ,  fince  I  am  not  what  Thou  ha 

made  ? 


<<  X  have  flcpt  on  a  precipice,  and  dreamt  I  was  i 
heaven.  Slept  on  its  very  brink  ;  though  vengean. 

-  frowned  over  me,  and  flames  roared  beneath.  Wh 

-  horrors  awake  me !  What  a  gulph  lies  before  m, 

“  What  mercy  has  laved  me !  Where  nad  1  been,  hi 

“  1  died  yefterday  .»  Oh,  let  this  load,  this  mountai 

«<  ous  load,  on  my  heart,  fink  me  lower,  and  low 

“  ftill  in  adoration  that  I  live  1  Had  I  felt  thife  par 

“  before, — before  I  had  been  reclaimed.— Thou,  t| 

«  beared  up  the  pillars  of  the  earth,  fupport  my  Ipm 

“  —Where  had  I  been,  if  yefterday  had  been  my  la 

“  Wh 


“  Where— -oh  where  ? — And  eternal  too  ! — Eternal ! — 
“  O  Lord,  God  Almighty  !  could  thy  thunder  lhake 
u  me  more  ? 

u  Thou  glorious  God,  who  makeft  the  thunder  !  let 
•*  me  climb  above  creation  j  and  foar  into  thoughts  of 
**  Thee,— How  I  wander  up  and  down,  bewildered  and 
“  benighted,  through  the  bcundlefs  of  fuch  a  contempla- 
**  tion  ?  Where,  what,  who,  how,  art  Thou  ?  Source 
4‘  of  all  Being  \  Centre  of  all  Good  !  Great  Antient  of 
**  days  !  before  the  birth  of  time  !  beyond  the  compre- 
“  henfion  of  angels  !  Filler  of  Immenfity  !  who  looked 
**  down  on  the  highed;  and  the  lowed  dod  fupport!  — 
**  fupport  even  me. 

4<  Support  me  while  I  labour  at  fome  idea  of  my  God 
4‘  —but  I  labour  in  vain.  Thou  mod  obvious,  and 
u  mod  occult !  mod  prefent,  and  mod  abfent  of  beings ! 
“  how  much  of  Thee  is  enjoyed ?  How  little  of  Thee 
**  is  known  ?  I  am  in  Thee,  yet  cannot  find  Thee.  I 
**  can  neither  go  from  Thee,  nor  to  Thee.  Clouds, 
“  and  thick  darknefs  are  thy  pavilion  !  Wonders  palfing 
**  wonders,  through  the  moment  of  time,  and  the  im- 
“  menfe  of  eternity,  guard,  and  aggrandize,  thy  tre- 
**  mendous  throne ! 

“  Before  fuch  a  Judge,  O  my  foul  !  art  thou  to  plead 
“  thy  caufe  ;  to  pour  out  thy  deep  forrows,  and  deeper 
“  fins ;  to  tremble  out  thy  complaint  ?  Oh  !  let  me  an- 
t(  nihilate  myfelf  before  Him.  Nor  nor  man, 

|“  nor  angel,  is  any  thing  in  His  fight,  ’till  he  is  nothing 
“  in  his  own.  Who,  Lord  !  ever  thought  on  Thee,  and 
ff  was  not  confounded?  And  give  me  leave  to  add, 
**  Who,  Lord  !  ever  prayed  to  Thee  (as  he  ought),  and 

K  3  “  was 
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“  was  not  blefled  ?  For  which  infinite  mercy,  from  the 
44  firfl  thrones  in  heaven,  to  the  meaneft  worm  on  earth, 
“  be  payed  all  homage,  praife,  and  adoration  ;  conftanti 
“  profound,  ardent,  and  eternal ! 


Part  II. 
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<<  Are  they  that  pray,  blefled  ? — -But  what  is  that  to 
me  ?  Dare  I  to  pray  ?  To  whom  is  prayer  add  refled  ? 
Oh  !  how  dreadful  in  majefty  !  more  dreadful  in 
vengeance  !  dreadful  to  the  blefled  above  !  more 
dreadful  to  man  !  more  {till  to  the  finner !  what  then 
to  the  deepeft  in  fin  ?  May  not  I  then  fay  (as  is  faid, 
Lord  God  Almighty,  of  thy  blefled  Self),  Hell  is  open 
before  me  ;  deftruttion  hath  no  covering  ?  Where  then 
{hall  I  fly  ?  I  cannot  fly  from  thy  prefence.  I  dare 
not  {land  in  it.  Should  I  fink  to  the  centre,  I  am 
{till  in  thy  fight.  Even  darknefs  deteas  me  .  even 
flight  brings  me  nigh  1  Oh  !  Thou  that  doll  light  the 
fun,  as  a  taper  ;  or  tread  it  out,  as  a  fpark  .  Why  jhll 
in  being,  a  wretch  ever  deftined  to  pain  ?  Oh !  let 
me  be  nothin"  :  or,  let  me  be  Thine. 


«  And  what  a  nothing,  indeed,  am  I  ?  What  a  nothing, 
“  compared,  is  man  ?-Thon  that  inhabited  eternity  ! 
“  my  foundation  is  in  the  daft.  Lord  mod  Holy  1  I 
<«  was  conceived  in  fin.  God  mod  Mighty  !  what 
-  weaker  than  man  ?  Great !  Holy  !  Mighty  1  Three 
“  Perfons,  and  One  God  !  Creator!  Redeemer !  Sanfli- 
<t  £er|  Three  Benefa&ors,  and  One  Being  !  with  wha< 
indignation  dod  Thou  behold  a  wretch  of  fuch  conn 
<>  plicated  guilt  ?  a  finner  to  Thee,  to  the  Public,  am 

fi  Himfelf?  Ant 
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**  And  dare  I  then  approach  ?  The  preemption  how 
**  great  ? — But  greater  to  forbear.  To  fin  is  bad  :  To 
u  defpair  is  fatal.  Oh  !  moft  merciful  Jefas !  what 
“  refuge,  but  in  Thee  !  Yet  dare  I  not  meet  thy  face  : 
“  I  come  trembling  behind  Thee.  If  I  tmch  but  the 
«*  hem  of  thy  garment,  I  fhall  be  whole.  Even  dogs 
“  may  eat  of  the  crumbs  that  fall  from  their  mailer’s 
**  table. — For  that  bountiful  grant,  what  adoration  is 
“  due  ?  With  proftration  profound  I  cannot  but  adore. 

What  adoration  is  equal?  I  cannot  adore  aright.  Or 
lt  could  I  j  I  am  unworthy  to  lift  an  eye  to  thy  throne. 
4‘  My  incenfe  has  no  odour  j  my  anthem,  no  praife. 

“  But  Thou,  Lord,  wide  as  the  arch  of  heaven,  doll 
4‘  extend  thy  compaflionate  arms  to  receive  a  return- 
u  ing  world.  As  the  fands  of  the  fea  are  thy  mercies, 
“  and  (with  horror  let  me  fpeak  it)  my  tranfgreflions.  I 
**  have  looked  on  an  unfeeling  heart,  as  a  quiet  confci- 
**  ence :  On  a  multitude  of  finners,  as  an  apology  for 
“  fin  :  And  on  the  falhion  of  the  world,  as  a  repeal  of 
**  thy  laws.  I  have  been  thanklefs,  for  what  Thou 
“  hall  moft  bountifully  given  :  Senfelefs,  of  what  Thou 
“  haft  more  bountifully  promifed  :  Provoking,  under 
“  the  greateft  obligations  :  Peevilh,  and  impatient,  un- 
u  der  the  fmalleft  evils :  Riotous  under  thy  judgments : 
“  And  by  thy  blefiings,  moft  unblefled  :  I  turned  them 
“  into  poifon ;  and  by  my  profperity  was  undone. 

“  I  have  ftudied  iniquity  as  a  fcience:  Been  vain  of 
ft  diftin&ion  in  it ;  and  alhamed  of  my  duty  :  I  have 
blulhed  at  the  glance  of  a  man,  and  a  man  moft  mif- 
taken ;  and  fet  my  face  as  a  flint  againft  reafon,  and 
“  againft  Thee  :  I  have  even  borrowed  infidel  fcraps  for 
(S  the  credit  of  the  day ;  and  run  in  debt  for  deftruc- 

K  4  “  tion  : 
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“  tion :  Time  given  for  repentance,  I  turned  over  to 
**  folly ;  and  made  the  Divine  Mercy  a  promoter  of  fin. 

•«  Nay,  I  have  finned  even  beyond  my  power.  What 
**  fchemes  have  I  laid,  which  thy  goodnefs  difap- 
“  pointed  ?  How  many  crimes  have  I  committed,  which 
“  never  came  to  pafs  ? 

**  With  fuch  overflowings  of  ungodlinefs  I  quenched 
“  Thy  blefied  Spirit,  I  have  trod,  with  thy  Divine 
“  Laws,  thy  precious  blood,  under  foot.  All  this, 

Lord  !  Thou  knoweft ;  and  yet  I  hill  live:  All  this 
“  Thou  haft  feen  ;  and  yet  haft  Thou  held  thy  peace. 
4<  Thou  haft  Ihortened  thine  arm ;  and  curbed  venge- 
“  ance  in  air  ;  though  called  for  (if  daring  can  call  for 
**  thy  vengeance)  to  fall  on  my  head. 

«  How  long,  Lord !  haft  Thou  forborne  me  ?  And 
**  forborne  when  thine  arrows  went  abroad  :  Though  I 
•«  flood  in  the  firft  rank  of  offenders  ;  nor  ever  lifted 
"  up  the  fhield  of  devotion;  quite  naked  in  fin.  My 
'<f  lefs  vitious  companions  fell  frequent  around  me  ;  and 
“  difmal  was  their  fall.  I  wafhed  off  its  memory  in 
“  the  next  welcome  debauch;  and  the  juft  caufe  of  re- 
“  morfe  but  redoubled  my  guilt.  By  admonitions  un- 
«  admonifhed,  by  thy  mercies  unfoftened,  by  my  own 
“  fentiments  unawed,  by  my  own  conviction  uncon- 
**  vinepd,  I  cenfured  their  conduct,  and  trod  on  in  their 
“  fteps.  I  deplored  their  fad  exit,  and  polled  on  to 
«  my  own :  Becaufe  fpared,  when  moft  obnoxious,  I 
«  thought  myfelf  immortal.  In  every  path  of  Plea- 
4‘  fure,  in  every  flight  of  ambition,  what  gay,  fanguine, 
“  multitudes  of  thofe  born  after  me,  and  in  every  pro- 
“  mife  of  life  to  be  placed  before  me,  have  I  feen  rife, 

“  bloom, 
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“  bloom,  triumph,  languifh,  decay,  and  die?  What  a 
“  myftery  of  mercy  is  this  ?  And  what  a  miracle  of 
"  madnefs  am  I?  Amid  this  mighty  field  of  flaughter 
“  am  I  Bill  alive  ? — While  I  doubt  if  I  dill  live,  £ 
“  live  on  in  my  crimes.  Nay  my  very  repentance  in- 
“  creafes  the  number.  Repentance  fo  languid  ;  fo  far 
“  fhort  of  my  guilt! 

Part  III. 

**  Lord  !  from  that  ftupendous  height,  towards  which 
t(  the  cherubims  lift  up  an  eye  in  vain,  bow  down  thine 
**  ear,  and  hear. — O  Lord  !  hear  me  not.  For  what 
41  have  I  to  plead  ?  what  excufe  to  cover,  what  palliation- 
44  to  foften,  my  guilt  ?  Can  my  confefiion  of  fin  weigh 
44  aught  in  my  favour  ?  I  feary  not  a  grain  :  for  where*- 
44  fore  have  I  confeffed  my  tranfgreffions  ?  becaufe  I 
44  could  not  conceal  them.  Thou  knoweft  even  thofe, 
44  that  are  unknown  to  myfelf.  But  then.  Lord!  I  have 
44  been  tempted. — Yes ;  and  I  have  courted  temptation. 
44  Frail  nature  has  feduced  me. --And  have  I  not  indulged 
44  my  feducer  ?  Public  example  bore  hard  on  me. — 
44  And  I  rejoiced  in  that  excufe.  I  have  finned  with  my 
44  fathers. — True,  but  I  have  finned  beyond  them.  What 
44  ae;e  for  indulgence  has  fo  loofen  d  the  rein  ?  And  who,, 
“  in  fuch  an  age,  has  rufhed  farther  in  ill,  than  the 
“  wretch  at  thy  feet  ? 

«<  But  is  there  nothing  in  counterbalance  ?  no  dawtv- 
**  iogs  of  good  ?  no  preteniions,  at  lealb,  to  virtue,  to 
“  lighten  the  loaded  fcale  ?  Yes  ;  I  have  been  an  advo 
44  cate  tor  virtue — That  I  might  remove  all  obflru&io  is 
44  in  vice.  I  have  gone  to  thy  temple — But  left  my 
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“  heart  behind.  Nay,  I  have  prayed— But  wifhed  not 
“  what  I  afked.  I  have  aimed  at  humility  — Out  of 
(<  pride.  I  have  given— But  without  charity.  I  have 
“  been  kind,  the  very  kindeft  of  men — To  gain  power 
«  of  being  cruel,  as  the  moll  malignant  of  foes.  My 
devotion  to  Thee  has  been  abfolutely  declined;  yet 
•  (  uever  have  I  repented,  but  of  omiffions  in  guilt  :  nor 
ever  had  a  darling  joy,  but  what  is  the  parent  of  my 
“  prefent  grief. 

«<  On  fearching  my  own  heart,  that  abyfs  of  cor- 
,<  ruption,  I  find  there  is  hardly  a  virtue  which  my 
44  hypocrify  has  not  worn,  as  a  mafic;  hardly  a  vice 
*(  which  my  prefumption  has  not  aCted  under  it.  By 
«  thefe  abandon'd  means  bringing  into  difcredit  virtue 
44  of  others  the  moll  fincere  ;  and  making  more  heinous 
44  my  own  deepeft  guilt :  to  the  public  a  fcarce  lefs  per* 
44  nicious  peft,  than  a  fatal  affaiTin  to.  myfelf.  Thus, 
4.  Lord  !  all  my  pleas  but  inflame  my  indi&ment ;  and 
«  feeking  excufes,  but  difcovers  new  crimes. 

“  But,  as  I  difcover  new  crimes  in  myfelf  by  my  own 
«•  awakened  reflection  ;  by  the  gift  of  thy  Grace,  I  dif- 
44  cover  new  goodnefs,  new  glories,  new  wonders,  in 
44  Thee.  I  have  lived  in  darknefs,  in  the  fhadows  of 
**  eternal  death.  I  wrapped  myfelf  up  in  the  world,  I 
44  faw  nothing  ;  but  what  had  been  better  unfeen,  what 
**  made  me  blind  to  Thee.  But  now  thy  Divine  attri- 
,<  butes  break  in  upon  me,  like  the  morning  ;  and  awake 
44  me  to  thy  prefence.  I  fee  Thee  in  every  thing.  And 
44  feeing,  I  adore.  And  adoring  tremble. 

44  Thine  attributes,  at  once,  all  lighten  upon  me;  and 

44  ftrike  me,  like  him  of  Tar/us,  thy  lefs  perfecting  fee; 
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they  ftrike  me  to  the  dull.  Thy  mod  aweful  Omni- 
“  prefence  ;  thy  mod  incomprehenfible  Glory ;  thy  mod 
“  unbounded  wifdom  ;  exquifite  Judice ;  and  ineffable 
“  Goodnefs  !  Goodnefs,  how  ineffable  ?  And  to  me, 
44  Lord  !  to  me  unfupportable.  That  chief  caufe  of  my 
{C  confufion  !  fevere  upbraider  of  my  conduct !  and  ter- 
“  rible  aggravation  of  my  guilt !  If  thy  goodnefs  thus 
“  pains  me  j  what  then  will  thy  vengeance  ?  When  thy 
44  vengeance  awakes  (cover  me,  O  ye  mountains!) 

“  When  thy  vengeance  awakes — Oh  !  mercy  !  mercy  ( 
“  mercy ! — Thou  mighty  to  fave !  oh !  have  mercy  up- 
44  on'me. 

44  And  mercy  thou  wilt  have,  thou  Father  of  all  mer- 
**  cies!  of  mercy  redundant,  inexhaudible,  fource !  Thou 
“  vvilt  not  condemn  him,  who  condemns  himfelf.  Who 
44  trembles  at  his  own  tribunal.  Who  is  fcarce  druck 
4<  with  more  horror  at  vengeance,  than  at  guilt.  At 
«*  fuch  guilt !  and  to  fuch  a  Mader  !  whofe  bounties  en- 
44  abled  me  fo  fignally  to  fin ;  and  who,  my  fin  fo  pro- 
44  voking,  fo  long  over-looked. 

44  But  I  repent.  Lord  !  I  repent — Yet  how  dry  are 
u  thefe  eyes  ?  how  hard  is  this  heart  ?  Strike  thou  the 
“  rock,  and  the  waters  flow.  Let  not  him,  who  groans 
“  under  his  tranfgrcffions,  groan  under  thy  d 
“  Thou  Giver,  Guider,  Lover,  yea.  Buyer, 

“  and,  at  what  a  price  ?  Who  dod  hear  the  ver 
“  of  the  wounded  at  heart?  Hear,  pity,  fpare !  Nor 
“  let  the  Lord  be  angry,  if  I  prefume  to  add — Oh  f 
t{  fpare  thy  paternal  tendernefs,  oh  fave  it  from  it5 
“  averfion  ;  its  Jlrange  nvork.  Vengeance  is  an  alien  to 
“  thy  mod  amiable  nature.  Ruin  is  a  fubverfion  of 
“  thy  moll  glorious  fcheme. 
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Though  common  fenfe  has  deferted  me ;  and  a 
**  legion  poflefled  me  ;  though  I  have  contradided  my 
«  own  reafon  ;  and  fought  my  own  heart,  which  flood 
41  in  defence  of  thy  laws  j  though  I  have  ftruggled  hard 
“  for  madnefs ;  and  taken  ruin  by  force  ;  yet  let  not 
et  compaflion  be  quite  a  ftranger  in  heaven.  Let  not 
“  thine  anger  burn  for  ever.  Wherefore  is  the  Lord 
4t  angry,  becaufe  I  am  a  finner  ?  What  elfe  canfl  thou 
4£  forgive.  Becaufe  my  fm  is  great?  If  pardoned,  the 
««  greater  thy  glory.  Thy  fervant  is  wicked  :  but  ftill 
**  a  fervant.  Thy  fon  a  prodigal :  but  Hill  a  fon. 

•«  Though  a  fon’s  duty  has  been  wanting  in  me;  lofe 
Ci  not  Thou,  boundlefs  love  !  all  the  bowels  of  a  father. 

“  Am  not  I  the  work  of  thy  hand  ?  Do  not  defpife  it. 

4i  An  image  of  thy  majefly  ?  Do  not  blot  it  out.  The 
“  price  of  thy  blood  ?  Oh  !  caft  it  not  away.  Shall 
M  things  incompatible  combine  to  my  deftrudion  ?  Can 
“  1  be  related  to  ruin, and  to  Thee?  Let  it  be  thy  blefled 
“  pleafure  to  reclaim,  not  to  deflroy  me  :  if  deftroyed, 
thy  fee  will  triumph  :  if  reclaimed,  there  is  joy  in  Ilea¬ 
's*  ven  ;  and  ten  times  ten  thoufand  will  ling  praife  round 
“  thy  throne. 

Part  IV. 

“  But  if  I  am  pardoned,  who  then  can  be  punilhed  ? 
«*  What  ftains  can  condemn,  if  an  JEtkicp  efcapes?  The 
<*  regions  of  daiknefs  are  part  or  thy  creation;  and  hor- 
»i  rors  infernal  were  not  made  in  vain,  ivly  crimes,  in 
themfelves,  how  great  ?  as  committed  in  defiance  of 
Infinite  Majefiy ,  they  are  greater  ftill.  What  then 
“  fli all  1  fay  ?  To  what  (hadow  of  excufe  fhall  I  fly  ? 

“  —Pardon,  Lord!  the  weaknefs  of  my  reafon,  it  I 

“  judge. 
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«  judge,  or,  rather,  hope,  amifs:  Thine  Infinite  Majefiy, 

“  feems  to  plead  fior  me.  Fain  would  I  find  an  advo- 
“  cate  in  that ;  in  that  very  caufe,  which  moll  heightens 

“  my  guilt. 

“  For  what,  my  Lord !  am  I  ?  a  poor  complex  of 
“  littlenefs  and  vanity  ;  the  very  centre  of  infirmities ; 

“  a  combination  of  all  caufes,  that  can  call  for  thy 
“  compaflion.  Frail  flefh,  and  fleeting  fpirit !  a  moth ! 

“  a  worm  1  a  flower  of  the  field !  To-day,  and  not  to- 
%l  morrow  !  at  morning,  and  not  at  night !  not  mailer 
“  of  a  moment ;  not  a  match  for  a  breeze  !  A  dieam  f 
“  a  vapour!  a  lhadow!  a  thing  of  nought!  polling 
**  through  daily  doubt  and  danger,  toil  and  trouble, 
«  into  trodden  dull  and  alhes ! 

“  Such  am  I !  fuch  was  I  made !— and  made  by 
Thee*.  And  now,  Lord!  wilt  Thou  make  bare  an  arm 
«<  Almighty  againlt  me  ?  wilt  Thou  lift  up  a  bolt  that  can 
«  crulh  creation,  againll  its  meanell  worm  ?  (oh  !  par- 
“  don  what  dillrefs  compels  me  to  plead)  thine  Infinite 
“  Majefiy  declares  againll  it:  that  relcues  the  finner, 
“  though  it  enhances  the  fin.  Does  not  my  meannefs. 
“  difarm  thy  might?  Is  not  the  greatnefs  of  the  offended, 
-  “  the  offender’s  defence  ?  I  am,  indeed,  unworthy,  moll 
“  unworthy,  thy  favour  but  am  I  not  unworthy  thy 
«<  refentment  too  ?  Thou  that  fittell  on  the  h’ghell  nea- 
tc  vens,  and  feell  worlds  infinite  dance  beneath  thee,  as 
“  atoms  in  the  fun  ! — Wilt  Thou,  oh  !  wilt  Thou,  not 
remember,  that  I  am  but  dull  ? 

“  Yes,  Lord!  Thou  wilt  remember  it:  Thou  wilt 

remember  thy  glorious  Selfj  what  antient  onys  re 

“  found ; 
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“  found  ;  what  wonders  Love  Divine  has  wrought  of 
(l  old.  For  to  whom  do  I  cry  ?  Art  Thou  not  He,  to 
“  whom  none  ever  cried  in  vain?  Who  created  not,  but 
“  to  blefs :  commands  not,  but  to  preferve  :  nor  punifhes, 
but  to  reclaim.  Who  has  not  more  relieved,  than 
€<  amazed,  with  his  extremities  of  love  !  for  art  Thou 
<*  not  the  fame  Lord,  who,  though  mofl  offended,  as  if 
“  Thou  wert  the  offender,  befeeches  us  to  be  reconciled  ? 

Who  mourns  over  the  impenitent  ?  and  over  the  im- 
<f  penitent  for  fins  again!!  Himfelf  ?  And  when  his  for- 
**  row  can’t  prevail,  even  weeps  in  their  flead  ?  thofe 
**  tears  obdurate  Jerufalem  would  not  fhed,  did1!!  Thou 
not  take  to  thy  own  bleffed  lids,  which  overflowed  at 
**  the  bare  profpedl  of  its  ruin  ?  Who,  without  pious 
«  terror,  without  the  greatef!  aftonifhment,  can  think  on 
«  thefe  things?  or,  who,  without  comfort,  flill  greater 
**  than  that  ? 

«  Nor  end  our  healing  hopes  of  comfort  here;  not 
only  to  befeech,  commiferate,  and  weep,  defeended 
**  the  Lord  of  Glory,  and  Eternal  Life,  but  to  die. 
*€  And  what  a  death?  And  after  what  a  life  ?  A  life  of 
“  companions,  without  number,  and  beyond  meafure  : 
“  What  a  fhining  progrefs,  what  a  flupendous  afeent  in 
“  love  ?  He  meets  the  returning  prodigal  :  looks  com- 
«  paffion  on  denying  Peter:  rejects  not  difbelieving  The- 
**  mas :  admits  fmful  Magdalen :  pardons  the  taken  adul- 
**  terefs :  and  affociates  to  himfelf,  in  Paradife  (where 
“  angels  caft  their  crowns  at  his  feet),  a  thief  from  the 
“  crofs.  What  a  marvellous  and  moil  adorable  climax 
**  is  this  ?  And  is  it  pofiible  for  love  to  rife  higher  Hill  ? 
“  Ch  !  let  it  rife  higher,  and  reach  even  me. 
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“  What  am  J,Thou  moft  exuberant  Fountain  of  Love  ! 

«  that  I  ftiould  fet  a  bound  to  fuch  companion  as  this  ? 

“  Can  ocean  be  repelled  by  a  fingle  grain  on  the  fhore  > 

<*  What  a  triumph  of  mercy  to  pluck  the  ruined  from 
r‘  ruin  ?  What  an  omnipotent  adlion  to  fave  the  moft  loft  ? 
«  Though  pleafure  has  fooled  me ;  though  reafon,  con- 
fcience,  heaven,  nay  and  earth  too,  in  one  fcale,  has 
been  outweighed  by  a  feather  in  the  other ;  though, 

“  with  Efau,  I  fold  my  birthright  for  nothing;  yet, 
“  Lord  !  let  thefe  diftradions  of  thought,  thefe  convul- 
««  fions  of  heart,  thefe  pangs  of  the  wretch,  if  not  the 
*(  prayer  of  the  penitent,  reach  the  foot  of  thy  throne  t 
“  for  His  dear  fake  who  fpared  not  his  moft  precious 
“  blood;  oh!  fpare,  pardon,  blefs;  yes,  blefs  me,  even 
<«  me,  O  my  Father !  Yes,  Thou  all-furrounding,  all- 
«  pervading,  all-fuftaining,  and  all-bleffing  Majefty  of 
“  heaven !  blefs  me,  even  me,  O  my  God! 

“  Fhou  !  who  if  thou  moveft  thy  lip  it  thunders :  if 
“  thou  lifted:  thine  eye,  the  fun  is  dark  :  who  haft  thy 
“  way  in  the  whirlwind ;  and  walkeft  on  the  wings 
4<  of  the  wind ;  who  fttteft  above  the  heavens,  and  hideft 
“  thy  footfteps  in  the  great  deep!  But  (above  all),  whofe 
“  fuperabundant  effluence,  whofe  ocean  of  love,  over- 
«*  flows  the  whole  creation !  add  to  thefe  wonders  one 
«<  wonder  more— the  forgivenefs  of  guilt  like  mine  i 
<«  hear  the  fuppliant  voice,  fee  the  bleeding  boiom,  theie 
it  throws,  thefe  throbs  of  the  moft  vile  and  abandoned  * 
t<  but  moft  repentant,  and  heart-broken,  of  men. 

“  Then,  Lord  !  come  the  worft,  I  will  not  complair, 

“  My  joy  (hall  burft  its  v/ay  through  the  frowns  of  the 

«  world  ;  and  the  Ihadows  of  death.  Then-  -BUffings 

“  and 
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u  and  honour ,  and  glory,  and  power,  be  to  Him  who  jit - 
**  teth  on  the  throne,  and  to  the  lamb,  who  nails  fin  to  his 
“  crofs !— Thus  will  I  fing  in  fpite  of  my  groans !  Thus 
«  will  I  fing  with  my  laft  expiring  breath  !  Thus  will  I 
**  fing  for  ever,  and  ever. 

«  Amen.  O  my  foul !  Amen,  Amen.” 

This,  Sir,  is  that  importunate,  ardent,  perfervering, 
fpirit  of  addrefs,  which  was  fuitable  to  the  ftate  of  the 
perfon  from  whom  I  borrowed  it.  It  may  poflibly 
(partly  at  leaft)  fuit  fome  others.  And  I  thought  it  in¬ 
human,  to  gaze,  fo  long  as  1  have  done,  on  the  difeafe, 
without  aiming  at  fome  expedient  to  mitigate  its  malig¬ 
nity.  There  is  a  fovereign  balm  in  prayer. 

I  know.  Sir,  there  are  certain  quietifts  in  devotion, 
faints  of  great  repofe  in  prayer,  who  may  cenfure  this, 
as  too  warm.  But,  when  fhould  we  be  warm,  if  not 
when  our  eternity  is  at  Hake  ?  Shall  we  be  warm  in  our 
vices?  and  cool  in  our  repentance  ?  Were  our  pafiions 
given  for  nothing  ?  or  given  only  as  the  fervants  of  fin  ? 
Is  it  not  heaven,  but  its  reverfe,  that  is  to  be  taken  by 
violence  ?  I,  therefore,  drop  this  difpute,  not  only  as 
unchrifiian ,  but  undeifiical  too  :  for,  if  there  is  a  God,  all 
our  affe&ions  are  too  feeble,  all  the  wings  of  our  foul 
are  too  few,  to  be  put  forth  in  puifuit  of  his  favour  j 
and  being  languid  in  devotion,  is,  being  folemnly  un- 
devout.  If  there  is  a  God,  he  gave  us  cur  pafiions,  as 
well  as  our  reafon  ;  they  therefore,  as  well  as  reafon, 
fhould  afiift  in  his  fervice.  And,  indeed,  reafon  without 
them,  though  it  may  loudly  tell,  will  but  lamely  per¬ 
form,  our  duty.  How  great  a  part  of  thefcripture  muft 
thefe  men’s  kind  of  criticifm  explode  ?  Poor  David  mull 

break 
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break  his  harp,  left  it  give  offence.-  Even  angels  have 
their  paflions,  nor  are  any  beings  exempt  from  the  need 
of  them  on  this  fide  the  throne  of  God.  Whatever 
exemption  fome  may  fancy  in  their  own  favour,  let  us, 
my  friend,  who  have  feen  the  necefiity  of  devotion  for 
others,  not  negleCl  our  own.  Nor,  in  the  pride  of  in- 
ftru&ing,  lofe  the  prudence  of  fafety. 

You  and  I,  my  friend  !  lie  under  two  difadvantages 
in  this  point :  the  world’s  example,  and  our  own  years. 
It  is  an  undevout  age  :  and  will  you  not  be  furprized  to 
hear  me  fay,  that  ours  is  an  undevout  period  of  life  r— 
Yet  it  is  moft  certain,  that  chere  is  a  tendernefs  of  heart, 
and  a  fufceptibility  of  awe,  with  regard  to  God,  as  well 
as  man,  in  youth,  which  in  moft,  is  wanting  afterwards. 
This  want  is  an  enemy  we  muft  fight,  and  fervent  prayer, 
that  /word  of  the  fpirit ,  is  the  belt  weapon  againft  him* 
Prayer,  becaufe  the  moft  eafy  of  duties,  feems,  with 
many,  the  hardeft  to  be  performed.  It  cofts  them  fo  lit¬ 
tle  pains,  they  think  they  may  as  well  let  it  alone. 
Whereas,  it  is  the  fupreme,  the  great,  mother-duty;  all 
other  duties,  and  virtues,  are  its  progeny  ;  are  brought 
forth,  nurfed,  nourifhed,  and  fuftained  by  it.  Devotion 
is  the  foie  afylum  of  human  frailty,  and  foie  fupport  of 
heavenly  perfection  :  it  is  the  golden  chain  of  union  be¬ 
tween  heaven  and  earth  ;  keeps  open  the  bleffed  commu¬ 
nication  ; 

— Gemini  que  facit  commereia  regn't .  Claud. 

He  that  has  never  prayed,  can  never  conceive,  and  he  that 
has  prayed  as  he  ought,  can  never  forget ,  how  much  is 
to  be  gained  by  prayer. 

Dear  Sir , 

Tours. 
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Dear  Sir, 

IN  this  and  the  following  letters  I  (hall  touch  on  five 
points  :  Li/'s  Review :  The  General  Caufe  of  Security  in 
Sin  :  Thoughts  for  Age  :  The  Dignity  of  Man  :  The  Centaurs 
Ref  oration  to  Humanity .  The  three  firft  are  naturally 
fuggefted  to  me,  by  the  world’s  wickednefs,  and  our 
own  ;  and  our  advanced  time  of  life.  The  fourth,  viz. 
The  Dignity  of  Man ,  is  naturally  fuggeiled  by  the  noto¬ 
riety  of  its  reverfe  in  thofe,  for  whofe  fake  thefe  letters 
are  principally  written.  For  who  can  look  on  Lucifr 
in  his  abyfs,  without  thinking  of  that  height  from  which 
he  fell?  By  which  alone  we  can  take  any  juit  meafure 
of  his  calamity.  And  the  fifth  point,  viz.  The  Centaur  s 
Ref  oration  to  Humanity ,  is  forceably  impofed  on  me  by 
the  tranfporting  thought,  that  fuch  an  event  is  pofiible. 
Yet,  fhould  it  take  place,  pofterity  will  fcarce  believe 
it:  Annalium  nofrorum  laborabit  fdes .  L.  1‘  lo. 


I  begin 
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I  begin  with  The  Review  of  Life  ;  and  that,  tho’  chiefly 
for  our  own  fakes,  yet  alfo  for  the  fake  of  all  our  grey¬ 
headed  boys ,  as  Sudbury ,  T orrifnond ,  Ironfide ,  &c.  tor 
though  beafts  of  fo  grofs  a  clafs  as  they  choofe  to  rank 
with,  fcarce  deferve  to  be  brought  to  the  manage,  yet 
pupils  not  yet  expelled  the  fchool  of  life,  ought  ftill,  if 
potfible,  to  be  taught  the  leffon  they  have  fo  long  neg¬ 
lected  ;  and  I  offer  myfelf  gladly  for  their  tutor ;  tho’ 

I  fear  they  would  prefer  a  tetanothrum  *  to  an  apotheofs : 
Their  erudition  will  not  leave  them  at  a  lofs  to  know 
what  I  mean. 

There  is  nothing  of  which  men  are  more  liberal  than 
their  good  advice,  be  their  flock  of  it  ever  fo  fmalh; 
becaufe  it  feems  to  carry  in  it  an  intimation  of  our  own 
influence,  importance,  or  worth.  We  (for  you  approved 
it ;  we,  I  fay)  have  bellowed  abundance  of  it  on  our 
Centaurs,  which,  I  fear,  will  bring  us  in  but  little  thanks. 
Let  us,  therefore,  return  from  abroad,  come  to  our- 
felves ;  and  fee  if  our  export  of  wifdom  may  not  be 
wanted  at  home.  We  have  cenfured  the  aged  ;  are  we 
not  fuch  ourfelves  ?  Is  there  no  folly  to  be  found,  but 
at  afTemblies  and  mafquerades  ?  Or  is  folly  not  folly, 
becaufc  it  hits  our  own  tafle  ?  Let  us  lay  the  line  to  our 
own  conduCl:  Let  us  drop  foreign  w^are,  and  put  our¬ 
felves  into  the  fcale. 

Yes,  my  friend  !  let  us  make  a  fhort  vifit  to  our  former 
felves.  They  are,  indeed,  great  ftrange1  s  ;  nor  much 
to  be  liked:  Yet  is  it  a  vifit  all  fhould  make  who  wifh 
w  ell  to  the  future  of  life.  A  Review  of  Life  is  an  em¬ 
ployment  agreeable  but  to  few  ;  becaufe  none  can  look 

*  A  medicine  to  take  out  wrinkles. 
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back  without  felf-condemnation  ;  and 'none'ic/// look  for¬ 
ward  but  with  felf-flattery.  But  though'  the  talk  may 
be  bitter,  it  is  wholfome  too.  Aik  you,  “  What  ad- 
“  vantage  from  it  ?” — It  is  the  only  way  of  taking  my 
Centaur’s  *  advice,  and  hnmving  ourfelves.  A  man  can 
fee  himfelf  in  retrofpedlion  only.  When  warm  in  ac¬ 
tion,  he  is  ever  looking  on  fomething  elfe  ;  on  his 
point  in  view  :  Or,  if  he  could  fee  himfelf,  he  could 
not  judge  aright,  either  of  himfelf,  or  others.  While 
warm  in  adtion,  prejudices,  and  paflions,  excited  by  the 
then  prefent  objedls,  and  incidents,  corrupt  his  judg¬ 
ment.  But  in  a  cool  review,  he  becomes  rather  a  by- 
jiander ,  than  the  party  ;  and  is  patient  of  truth.  His 
then  former  rivals  are  no  longer  rivals ;  therefore  he 
judges  better  of  men .  His  former  points  of  view  are  no 
longer  points  of  view  ;  therefore  he  judges  better  of 
things .  He  can  judge,  nay  he  cannot  but  judge,  as 
impartially  of  himfelf,  as  of  the  reft  of  mankind. 

Wifdom  is  the  growth  of  experience  :  But  experience 
is  not  the  growth  of  adlion,  but  of  reflection  on  it.  In 
an  active  life  is  fo<wn  the  feed  of  wifdom  ;  but  he,  who 
reflects  not,  never  reaps  ;  has  no  harveft  from  it;  but 
carries  the  burden  of  age,  without  the  wages  of  experi¬ 
ence  j  nor  knows  himfelf  old,  but  from  his  infirmities, 
the  parifh-regifter,  and  the  contempt  of  mankind.  And 
what  has  age,  if  it  has  not  efteem  r — It  has  nothing. 

Starting,  my  friend  !  from  the  fame  goal,  thro’  dif¬ 
ferent  paths,  which  fevered  our  fortune,  not  our  affedli- 
on,  we  have  run  our  race  ;  and  now  approach  its  end. 
Jaded  with  our  long  journey,  the  fpur  of  ambition 

*  In  the  frontif-iece# 
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blunted,  and  our  fpirits  off  their  fpeed,  we  are  glad  ot 
reft.  In  which,  refledion  on  the  paft  is  not  only  ufeful , 
but  extremely  natural .  Look  on  the  ftormy  Tea,  whole 
billows  reach  the  clouds ;  then  on  the  peaceful  lake, 
where  the  feather,  or  fallen  leaf,  lies  unmoved  ;  and 
you  fee  the  difference  between  the  cool  evening,  and 
warm  meridian  of  man.  Reflection  is  as  natural  to  one,  . 
as  a&ion  to  the  other.  Una&ive  youth,  and  unreflect¬ 
ing  age,  are  equal  blanks  in  the  book  of  life.  Man 
varies  no  lefs  than  thofe  varying  infeds  at  which  he 
wonders.  In  his  morning  he  crawls :  long  ere  noon, 
flutters  and  flies ;  at  evening,  chilled  into  languor,  he 
creeps  into  corners,  lies  hid,  and  lleeps ;  or,  if  awake, 
having  but  little  ground  before  him,  nor  that  the  beft 
How  naturally  he  looks  back  on  the  paft  ?  How  natu¬ 
rally  his  winter’s  evening  calls  for  its  tale  ?  And  to  felf- 
love,  what  tale  fo  natural  as  our  own  ?  How  idle  foever 
our  tale  has  been,  if  we  can  draw  fome  moral  from  it, 
that  will  abate  its  inflgnificance,  and  give  it  fome  little 
weight  by  making  us  wifer  for  the  future. 

And  want  we  not  to  be  wifer  ?  On  how  many  fruitlefs 
friendthips,  ill-judged  enmities,  raft)  preemptions,  cow¬ 
ardly  defpairs,  unmanly  flatteries,  bold  indecencies,  idle 
fchemes,  airy  hopes,  groundlefs  fears,  opportunities  loft, 
admonitions  flighted,  efcapes  unacknowledged,  evils  im- 
proved,  bleflings  negleded,  and  trifles  admired ;  on 
what  a  fwarm  of  infirmities  I  look  back  with  frame  ? 
How  ambitious  have  we  been  in  our  attachments,  not 
aware  that  all,  moft  worth  our  ambition,  we  can  give 
ourfelves  ?  How  fearful  of  expences,  not  aware,  that, 
till  it  efcapes  the  gnpe,  and  takes  its  flight  into  fome 

prudent  ufe,  money  is  not  <wealtb  ;  that  it  truly  becomes 
1  our j 
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curs  only  by  our  parting  with  it  ?  How  fond  have  we 
been  of  applaufe,  not  aware  that  human,  feparate  from 
fuperior,  applaufe,  is  the  greateft -vanity,  as  well  as  the 
moll  common  purfuit,  in  life  ?  How  plainly  I  now  fee, 
that  few  things  are  more  pernicious  than  too  keen  an 
appetite  for  applaufe,  except  a  bold  defiance  of  j all  re¬ 
proach  ?  That  makes  coxcombs ;  this,  felons ;  this  calls 
for  deteftation  ;  that,  for  contempt. 

How  plainly  do  I  now  fee,  that  our  ignorance  has 
been  great  ?  How  often  have  we  been  fo  idle  as  to  com¬ 
plain  of  our  w’ants  ;  that  is,  of  our  capacity  of  being 
happy  :  For,-  without  wants,  there  would  be  no  defires, 
and,  without  defires,  no  gratification  of  them  ;  and, 
without  gratification  of  defire,  no  happinefs;  for  human 
happinefs,  nay  the  happinefs  of  all  created  beings,  con- 
iills  in  nothing  elfe. 

What  on  retrofpefl  appears  to  me  to  be  the  capital 
■weaknefs  of  man,  is,  that  llrange  afcendant  which  his 
wifhes  have  over  his  underflanding  :  It  is  this  makes  a 
Centaur.  Flow  often  have  we  looked  on  our  wifhes  as 
infallible  arguments  for  the  certainty  of  what  we  defired  ; 
when  others  faw  it  was  an  impofiible  point?  And  of  this 
•capital  weaknefs,  a  capital  inilance  is,  that  -dying  men 
can  fcarce  believe  that  they  fhall  die.  Are  we  not  now 
as  thofe  yellow  autumn  leaves,  which  the  firft  bla(F 
-fvveeps  away  ?  Yet  we  feem  to  think  the  green  bud 
hardly  more  tenacious  of  the  Hem. 

On  farther  review,  this  is  llranger  Hill  :  Our  friends 
are  our  ftrongell  ties  to  life  :  When  thefe  are  cut,  what 
but  folly  can  renew  the  charm  ?  What  re-engage  our 
Vol.  IV.  >  L  difenchanted 
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difenchanted  hearts  ?  And  what,  in  my  retrofped,  is 
an  objedt  more  obvious,  or  flriking,  than  yonder  enfigns 
of  death  ?  How  the  tyrant  triumphs  ?  What  numerous 
monuments  rife  over  the  cold  bofoms  that  once  warmly 
received  us  ?  That  fhared  our  councils,  our  ambitions, 
our  pleafures,  and  our  hearts  ?  Their  epitaphs  collected 
would  make  a  volume:  A  volume  how  mftrudlive,  1 
read  aright  ?  A  friend’s  monument  is  a  friend’s  legacy  ; 
and  a  richer  to  the  confiderate,  thap  any  parchment 
can  convey.  What,  -for  the  moil  part,  is  human  wii- 
dom,  but  the  melancholy  growth  of  a  bleeding  heart . 
The’thought  of  death  is  the  dicing  helm  of  life,  and 
lie  befpeaks  a  wreck,  who  lays  it  aiide. 

O  my  friend  !  how  rapid  the  human  march  r  Men  - 
are  in  hafte;  how  they  hurry  over  the  ftage  ?  Where 
Are  thofe  luminaries  in  every  various  walk  of  fame,  in 
every  kind  cf  excellence,  and  renown,  who  moil  fired 
our"  ambition,  and  provoked  our  envy  ?  Are  they  not 
paired  away  as  April  ihadows  over  the  field  ;  or,  by  the 
fire-iide,  a  winter’s  tale  ?  Are  not  thofe  far-feen,  ihm- 
jncr  lights  gone  out  apace  after  one  another,  as  httl<? 
fparks*  in  the  fired  leaf,  or  paper,  leaving  us  nothing 
but  aihes  behind  ?  And  in  their  allies  is  there  nothing  to 
be  found  but  forrow  ?  May  we  not  light  on  a  little  pru¬ 
dence  in  them  ? 

Sorrow,  indeed,  predominates.  Oh,  recent  wound! 
Sorrow  how  juft  I  Whom  loft  we  the  very  laft  moon  ? 
_ il  ()^  j>  rphat  is  vainly  faid  :  Whom  loll  the  pub¬ 
lic  ?  Whom  the  whole  nation  r  Few  nave  left  it  mor  e 
worthy  all  love,  and  efteem,  than  our  friend  deceafed  *. 

*  Sir  J .  5. 
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He  was  made  by  nature  to  be  beloved  ;  and  intitled  by 
virtue  to  be  admired. 

— £? item  femper  am  at  urn. 

Semper  honoratum ,  jic  Dii  ‘vohafis,  habeho.  ViRC. 

Well  had  it  been,  if  we,  like  him,  had  fought  efeem  ; 
but  we  would  not  pay  the  price.  Lome  we  thought 
would  come  cheaper  ;  and  feeking  that,  were  in  danger 
of  lofmg  both.  The  wife  world  will  part  with  nothing, 
but  by  force.  Love  cannot  be  compelled,  efteem  may. 
And,  when  it  is,  we  lay  in  it,  at  the  fame  time,  the 
fureft  foundation  for  lading  love. 

My  retrofped  fhews  me  a  travjitcry  love  of  which  we 
have  been  too  fond.  A  love  often  bellowed  by  great 
ones,  on  thofe  whom  they  cannot  efteem.  This  love, 
fuppofing  it  derling,  I  (fulfils  ego  ! )  returned  in  kind  : 
But  I  do  not  repent  it.  I  may  not  repent  of  my  virtue  : 
For,  my  friend  !  there  are  two  forts  of  charity  in  the 
wrorld,  and  which  the  greated,  is  hard  to  fay.  We  are 
bound  in  companion,  to  help  the  poor  to  lime,  and  the 
rich  to  enjoy  ;  who  feel  a  pain  peculiar  to  themfelves, 
that  of  being  mocked  by  abundance,  which  denies  them 
their  expeded  happinefs ;  happinefs  in  proportion  to 
their  purfe.  All  I  learn  from  fuch  ardent  lovers  (for 
fuch  generally  they  are)  is,  that  it  is  dangerous  to  dip 
into  mod  men  below  the  fur-face,  led  our  curiofity  fhould 
rob  us  of  our  goed  opinion  of  them.  Much  decorum, 
little  homage,  is  requifite.  My  whole  life  tells  me,  that 
a  jud  demand  for  efteem  is  facred,  but  rare.  We  may 
well  afford  to  pay  it,  when  it  is  due:  Nor  mud  our  lome 
be  with-held,  where  it  is  not.  Univerfal  love  enjoined, 

L  2  is 
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is  defigned  as  an  antidote  againft  reciprocal  contempt? 
and  as  a  difcipline  to  human  pride,  which  mull  hoop  to 
Jove  men  in  their  infirmities  and  faults  :  Nor  is  it  more 
,our  duty,  than  our  prudence  ;  how  elfe  could  we  hope 
.quarter  for  our  own  ;  which  both  tell  us  of  others  faults, 
and  bid  us  forgive  them.  For  many  of  them  we  fhould 
jnot  fufpeft,  but  from  the  whifpefs  of  their  parallels  in 
our  own  bofoms..  And  therefore,  by  not  forgiving 
them,  we  condemn  ourfelves.  If,  then,  we  would 
be  forgiven  by  ourfelves,  or  others,  we  muh  forgive. 
A  truth  for  which  I  thank  my  prefent  Review. 

What  I  like  leafl  in  this  furvey,  for  fear  it  fhould 
prove  our  own  cafe,  is  this  ;  I  find  old  men  apt  to  think 
well  of  themfelves,  not  becaufe  they  fly  vice,  but  be- 
caufe  vice  is  fled  ;  repute  themfelves  virtuous,  becauie 
free  from  boys  offences  ;  fet  down  impotence  for  vidory  ; 
.ana  triumph, .becaufe  they  have  not  fought,  becaufe  they 
meet  no  foe,.  And  what  makes  me  even  tremble,  is,  1 
fee  fome,  who,  biamelefs  in  youth,  are  overtaken  by 
folly  when  in  years,  and  (of  all  fights  the  moll  deplora¬ 
ble  !)  I  fee  them  dragged  by  their  white  beards  into  the 
fouleft  enormities.  Faults  which  are  the  natural  growth 
..of  the  diftinct  periods  of  life,  may  meet  with  fome  to¬ 
leration  :  But  the  monilrous  growth  of  vices  out  of  fea- 
fon  no  man  fpares :  Becaufe  the  hot-beds  of  Lucifer  only 
.can  raife  crimes,  in  which  nature  has  no  hand. 

Heaven  avert  from  us  fuch  an  end  !  for,  far  from 
iblamelefs  was  our  beginning.  In  our  early  days  (called 
the  days  of  innocence),  we  had  our  little  villainies ;  our 
vice  in  miniature  :  As  years  and  temptations  increafed, 
in  years  lefs  ripe,  than  in  .iniquity,  we  were  no  petty 
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criminals,  before  we  were  men.  We  wifhed,  indeed; 
for  wifdom  ;  but  what  wifdom  would  have  avoided, 
we  made  our  favourite  choice;  what  wifdom  would 
have  chofen,  we  bid  wait  till  to-morrow.  Frequent 
were  our  quarrels  with  our  faults  ;  but  rarely  pufned 
on  to  a  parting.  Pleafure  had  its  charms,  and  vir¬ 
tue  its  efforts ;  and  fometimcs,  in  a  paffion,  threw  it3 
rider.  But  triumphs  of  paflion  are  but  fhort.  No  re¬ 
bukes  are  fo  powerful  as  thoie  from  our  own  conduct. 
Affords  not  this,  then,  a  flrong  caution  for  the  future  ? 
The  didempers  of  the  pad  periods  of  our  lives  are  the 
bed  antidotes  for  thofe  to  come, 


Retrofpe&ion  informs  me,  It  was,  open  war 

with  our  enemy  ;  noav,  perfect  peace;  How  eafy  fin' 
fat  on  our  hearts- j  and  called  itfelf  fpirit,  wifdom,  any 
thing  but  what  it  was  ?  When  fome  merciful  discipline 
awak’d  us  from  our  trance,  we  fought ;  and  we  con¬ 
quered  :  But  what  was  our  conqued  ?  Such  as  rather 
marred  our  wrong  enjoyments,  than  wedded  us  clofely 
to  the  right.  We  called  the  right  our  beloved,  our 
fpoufe  ;  but  often  committed  adultery  againd  it;  thus 
lofing  the  joys  both  of  the  finner,  and  the  faint :  So 
motley  a  creature  is  man;  as  mutable,  as  God  is  fixed. 
Gurs,  indeed,  was  no  uncommon  cafe:  But  others  faults 
are  not  our  abfolution.  An  abfolution  it  is,  however, 
with  which  many  are  content:  Though  his  Holinefs 
could  fcarce  give  his  faints  cne  more  ineffectual  and 
vain. 

Who -is  he,,  my  dear  friend,  that  can  abfolve  us,  or 

condemn  ? - Look  through  thy  whole  pad  life,  and 

anfwer.  What  year,  nay,  what  day,  has  paded  unim- 
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powered  to  vouch  for  his  clement,  and  abfolute  reign  ? 
See  I  not,  in  numberlefs  instances,  the  naked  hand  of 
Providence  dretch'd  out,  as  it  were,  on  this  fide  the 
clouds,  pointing  us  to  good  ?  Now,  (hewing  how  little 
this  world  can  give,  by  pouring  on  us  the  full  enjoy¬ 
ment  of  it;  to  turn  our  hearts  on  a  better.  Now,  (hew¬ 
ing  us,  by  the  calamities  of  others,  how  much  we  may 
fuffer  in  this  world;  to  keep  us  in  awe,  though  our- 
felves  were  unhurt.  Now,  breaking  to  pieces  all  our 
own  (chemes,  and  raifmg  our  happinefs  out  of  their 
ruins ;  to  teach  us  humility,  gratitude,  and  on  whom 
to  rely  ;  (hewing  us,  that  moil  of  our  triumphs  are  er¬ 
rors ;  and  our  difappointments,  efcapss.  Nov/  bringing 
us,  when  mod  lecure,  to  the  brink  of  the  grave ;  to 
reprefs  prefumption.  Now  fnatching  us  from  it,  when 
pad  all  human  help;  to  kindle  devotion,  and  forbid 
the  pain  of  defpair.  Now  defeating  us  in  fpite  of  all 
our  wifdom  ;  now  blefiing  us  in  fpite  of  all  our  foliy  : 
bleffir.g,  to  fweeten  life  ;  the  contrary,  to  wean  us  from 
it  :  and  thus,  in  both  worlds  to  provide  for  our  welfare, 
as  far  as  the  nature  of  humanity  will  admit. 

What  a  glorious  image  of  Divine  goodnefs  is  this  ? 
The  wifed  cannot  pay  half  its  due  in  their  highed  opi¬ 
nion,  nor  the  bed  in  their  profounded  acknowlegement, 
of  it.  And  can  we  not  (hew  as  inglorious  a  portrait  of 
human  nveaknefs  in  ourfelves  ?  How  are  our  two  different 
paths  of  life  equally  drew’d  over  with  follies  ?  with 
follies  thick  as  autumn  leaves  !  but  not  thick  enough  to 
hide  our  faults :  So  numerous  botn,  that  I  am  quitv, 
diiinclined  to  look  longer  backward  ;  and  haden,  (or 
refuge,  into  fome  change  of  thought.  And  here,  (had 
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only  add,  that  man  overlooks  the  moll  indru&ivc  booic 
in  his  dudy,  if  he  reads  not  himfelf. 

And  now,  I  fear,  you  will  fay,  that  how  ufeful,  and 
natural,  foever  Life’s  Review  may  be,  yet  you  can  find 
but  little  pleafure  in  it.  In  it  there  is  no  plqafure  to  be 
found,  but  what  has  cod  us  fome  pain  ;  but  what  we 
have  fought  our  way  to,,  through  nature’s  perverfe  byafs, 
and  befieging  temptations.  Unbought  pleafure  is  not 
the  growth  of  earth  :  T.  his  is  a  militant  Rate  ;  nor  mull 
man  unbuckle  his  armour,  till  he  puts  on  his  Ihroud  : 
For  the  mod  victorious  veteran  may  meet  with  a  defeat. 
Nothing  in  Life’s  Review  can  give  delight,  but  what  we 
may  call  our  trophies,  or  fpoils  taken  in  wax.  All  elfe 
is  vanifhed  as  a  dream. 

What  have  I  faid  ?  vanished  as  a  dream  ! — Would  ter 
God  it  w'as!  ’tis  not  !  Far  from  it!  Every  moment  is 
immortal !  Every  moment  (hall  return,  and  lay  its  whole 
freight,  nothing  lod,  its  every  whifper,  every  thought, 
before  the  Throne  :  the  throne  of  Him  who  fent  it  to 
man  on  that  commifiion  ;  and  commands  it  back,  at 
the  dated  day,  to  make  its  report  j  to  be  regidered  in 
eternity,,  for  the  perufal  of  angels,  and  the  juftif.cation 
of  their  King.  Tell  our  gay  triflers,  that  theie  is  no 
fuch  thing  as  a  trifle  upon  earth.  Can  any  thing  be  a 
trifle  that  has  an  effeCl  eternal  ?  Tell  them,  though  they 
are  fo  well  affured,  that  there  is  nothing  ferious  upon 
earth,  that  time,  to  man,  is,  in  fome  reipebts,  a  more 
ferious  feafon  than  eternity  :  that  his  eternity  is  abfo- 
lutely  the  creature  of  time  :  that  tis  foul,  or  fair,  re¬ 
joices,  or  laments,  as  time,  omnipotent  time  !  (that  trifle 
which  they  throw  away)  ordains  its  fate.  If  they  doubts 
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it,  let  them  alk  their  jovial  companion,  who  died  of 
their  happinefs  lad  night. 

% 

Many,  my  friend  !  have  made  a  worl*ma{iy,  a  bet¬ 
ter,  ufe  of  time  than  we  have  done.  Many  have  been 
more  criminal ;  many,  more  innocent.  But  mod  men 
imagine  that  innocent,  which  has  a  negative  guilt.  An 
idle  day  is  a  guilty  day,  in  a  life  fo  Ihort  and  preca¬ 
rious  ;  with  more  than  human  thought  can  carry,  in¬ 
cumbent  on  it.  There  are  not  more  fpots  in  the  fun 
than  in  the  life  of  a  faint. 

What  then  are  we  ? — O  my  friend  !  at  half  a  glance 
through  life,  1  perceive,'  that,  though  we  have  made  a 
fliift  to  creep  out  of  the  Augean  Jiahle ,  yet  have  we  not 
fcaled  the  temple  of  virtue  :  though  we  made  the  choice 
of  Hercules,  yet  we  wanted  his  llrength :  though  we, 
ihmetimes,  lopped  one  head  of  the  Hydra  ;  yet,  too 
often,  feven  Ihot  up  in  its  dead.  Whereas,  on  the  con¬ 
trary,  they  that  have^  been  long  toiTed  by  folly,  when 
once  landed  on  a  good  life,  fhould  burn  their  Jhips ;  as 
Ctffar  once  burnt  thofe  of  his  legions  on  the  Britijb 
coait :  I  mean,  that  the  warmed  refolution  fhould  de- 
droy  the  very  defire  of  embarking  in  ill  j  and  fo  ren¬ 
der  a  return  impra&icable. 

Such  then,  being  our  feeble  attempts,  fo  dender  our 
pretence  to  wifdom.  it  becomes  us  to  give  thofe,  whom 
we  have  fo  freely  treated,  their  revenge.  To  confefs, 
that,  though  vve  are  not  quite  horizontals ,  yet  neither 
are  we  quite  upright',  and,  though  we  have  fet  up  for 
reformers ;  yet  are  vve  not,  altogether,  men. 


A  man , 
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A  man ,  my  friend  !  is  a  glorious  being  ;  a.  gieat  ra¬ 
rity;  there  are -but  few  to  be  found.  A  man  is  an  ex¬ 
alted  character*,,  doubly  great ;  he  is  an  hero,  and  a 
king.  Few  Sings  are  fo  great,  as  to  reign  over  their 
own  hearts.  Few  heroes  fo  victorious,  as  to  drive  do¬ 
minions,  principalities y  and  powers,  before  them.  Both 
thefe  meet  in  a  real  man:  He  ranks,  in  reality ,  but  a 

little  lower  than  the  angels:  nor  long,  fo  low.- - O 

friend!  man  is  a  wonderful  being!  Anon,  I  will  tell 
thee  what  thou  art ;  and  (mark  what  1  fay),  I  will  fu. - 
prife  thee  with  thyfelf. 

At  prefent,  only  this. — Dare  we  fay,  that  we  are  ar¬ 
rived  at  the  character  I  have  "mentioned  ?  No.  Dare 
we  fay,  it  was  not  in  our  power  ?  No. — Why  then 
this  cowardice  in  a  pojjible  hero  ?  Why  this  difloy alty  to 
himfelf,  in  a  pojjible  king  ?  Whence  this  reproach  to 
reafon,  and  immortality  ?  Whence  this  inglorious,  and 
abfolute  defertion  from  our  godlike  felves  r  Sounds  that 
too  high?— In  whofe  image  were,  we  made  ?  I  forefee 
your  objection ;  I  grant  that  image  is  impaired  :  but  I 
quit  not  my  point ;  I  dare  affirm,  that  beings  which- 
are  free,  rational,  and  immortal,  may  be  gods  in  due¬ 
time,  through  Divine  Grace,  if  they  pleafe. 

How  deplorable  our  diftance  from  it  ?  Whence  this 
unmanly  defeCt  ?  Know  we  not  that,  unlefs  our  conduCt 
is  that  of  a  man,  it  had  been  better  for  us,  if  in  a  lower 
fpecies  had  fallen  our  lot  ?  Why  were  we  called  into  ! 
being  ?  What  we  have  enjoyed  already  poorly  pays  our 
mother’s  pain,  and  our  own.  Wouldft  thou  repeat  thy 
part  in  the  comedy  ?  aCt  it  o’er  again  ?  Wouldft  thou  - 
be  rejumbffid  in  this  rough  Jhefpian  cart,  dragged  on  by 
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thofe  two  foeletons,  half-ftarv’d  hope ,  and  panting  ex¬ 
pectation ,  through  bad  roads,  nonv  worfe  and  worfe,  and 
thy  fellow-ftrollers  in  a  conftant  confpiracy  againfL  both 
thy  pay,  and  thy  applaufe  ;  how  well  foever  thy  part 
is  performed  ;  how  great  foever  thy  indulgence  is  to 
them  ?- — Thou  would  ft  not.  Here  and  there,  indeed, 
we  might  pick  up  a  lucky  hour,  alhoque  notanda  lapillo,. 
that  might  make  us  fmiie  again.  But  nature,  and  in¬ 
deed,  reafon,  ftarts  back  at  the  whole.  If  we  fhould 
find  a.fmall  pearl  in  one  oyfter  of  a  million,  it  would 
hardly  make  us  fiftiers  for  life. 

Wouldft  thou,  then,  ceafe  to  be  ? — No,  nature  ih ud¬ 
ders  at  it.  That  horn  of  the  alternative  wounds  more 
than  the  former :  If  fo,  our  withes,  as  well  as  our  na¬ 
ture,  pufli  us  into  eternity.  And  (hall  we  fearr  what 
we  nxifo  ?  Fear  it  we  muft,  unlefs  we  provide  a  good 
reception  there.  We  have  provided  lor  to-morrow, 
and  to-morrow  was  not  fatisfied.  If  we  provide  for 
eternity,  our  fatisfaflion  will  be  full.  We  have  pro¬ 
vided  for  many  years  ;  for  more  than  we  (hall  ever  fee.; 
but  not  for  thofe  which  will  never  end. 

How  great  the  difhenour,  my  dear  fellow-criminal  l 
in  us,  who  were  not  blind  to  the  grand  futurity,  were 
not  cold  to  the  divine-  rewards  ;  to  let  the  glowing 
thoughts  of  immortality  fo  far  mingle  with  the  dregs  of 
fenfe  r  Is  not  this,  with  the  wings  of  an  eagle,  to  drop 
into  the  mire  ?  There  lies  the  pleafure  of  which  the  world 
is  fo  fond  ;  that  bane  of  private  property,  that  prefage 
of  public  flavery,  that  fure  annihilation  of  a  rational 
creature,  and  as  fure  a  creation  of  a  wretch  eternal. 

Pleafure  has  robbed  earth  of  more  lives,  and  heaven  of 
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more  fouls,  than  the  body  collective  of  all  other  e\  ils 
difcharging  their  whole  quivers  on  man. 

Our  weaknefs,  and  our  fecurity  under  the  confe- 
quences  of  it,  is  no  uncommon  cafe.  Blufhing  I  look 
round  for  its  fatal  caufe.  And  do  I  not  find  it,  vvheie 
if  found,  it  mult  increafe  my  confufion  ?  Do  I  not  find 
it  in  the  great  goodnefs  of  God  ?  If  fo,  how  mult  that 
reproach  and  brand  the  deep  ingratitude  of  man  ?  Anu, 

I  think,  I  find  it  there. 

The  General  CAUSE  of  Security 

in  SIN.. 

FOR,  confidcr,  my  good  friend!  what  can  he  do > 
that  ventures  to  continue  in  fin?  he  cannot  defy 
the  wrath  Divine  ;  that  is  not  in  man.  He  cannot  ac- 
quiefee  under  the  terror  of  its  confequence  ;  he  mull 
therefore  prefume  on  Divine  mercy.  “  I  knovv  rnvlelf 
“  worthlefs,  yet  earth  pours  its  blefiings.  I  know  my-- 
<«  felf  worthlefs,  yet  heaven  buys  me  w7ith  its  blood. 
“  What  is  to  be  feared,  what  is  not  to  be  hoped,  from, 
“  fuch  a  God  ?  Be  my  crimes  what  they  will,  fome  yet 
<<  unrevealed  expedient  will  be  found  for  my  fafety. 
«  For  God  is  Love.  ”  Thus,  poffibly,  he  may  reafon  : 
and  thus,  at  once,  do  two  drange  things  :  cite  Scrip¬ 
ture  to  his  ruin  ;  and  make  the.  mercies  of  God  fatal  to 
man. 

God,  indeed,  is  love  :  but  (hall  man  therefore  be  a 
monlter  i  And  amonller  in  the  judgment  of  ailment  All 

L  6  confefs  i 
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confefs  that  there  is  an  admirable  confent  between  the 
precepts  of  virtue,  and  the  fentiments  of  our  common 
reafon.  All  confefs,  that  virtue  receives  a  conilant  appro¬ 
bation  from  the  uniform  verdict  of  our  confciences.  All 
confefs,  that  virtue  pra&ifed,  brings  in  the  greateft  hap- 
pinefs  to  fociety  :  He,  therefore,  that  is  not  virtuous,  can 
give  himfelf  no  fatisfa&ory  account,  why  he  was  born 
cither  with  reafon,  or  confcience,  or  a  defire  of  happi- 
nefs :  fince  he  has  nothing  of  what  they  all  demand  from 
him.  And,  therefore,  he  muft  appear  an  unaccountable 
being  ;  that  is  a  monller,  not  only  to  others  but  himfelf; 

This  is  more  than  enough  to  make  vice  our  averfion, 
though  God  were  love  to  that  abfurd  degree,  which  our 
folly  may  fancy,  and  which  our  vice  moil  certainly 
wifhes,  and  wants.  But  there  is  no  Juch  love  in  Him: 
It  is  blafphemous  to  fuppofe  it,  God  A  love,  and  there¬ 
fore — what  r  That  which  many  may  lead:  expert- — 
therefore  God  is  terrible :  From  whence  arifes  his  mar¬ 
vellous  love  to  man  ?  Of  man  He  has  no  need  ;  the  Di¬ 
vine  happinefs  is  complete  :  in  man  He  fees  no  merit ; 
He  knows  we  are  worthlefs,  as  well  as  we  ourfelves  : 
But  then,  far  better  than  we,  He  knows  that  we  are — 
immortal.  That  therefore  (moil  intereiling,  and  moil 
alarming  thought !)  that  therefore,  we  muft  fuffer,  or 
enjoy,  for  ever ! 

I face,  be  moll  allured,  my  friend  !  his  regard  for* 
man.  Hence,  for  a  worm,  to-day  crawling  out  of  the 
earth  ;  and  to-morrow  more  defpicably  Hill,  crawling 
into  corruption;  his  companion,  his  folicitude,  his  coun¬ 
cils  held  on  high;  and  all  the  wonders  of  his  love. 
Wonders  ? — much  more  than  wonders  to  man  ;  they  are 
wonders  in  heaven  !  They  ftrike  with  amazement  the  ilrft 
angels  of  light. 


Con  felon 
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Confcious  of  thy  own  meannefs,  canft  thou  fcarce 
believe  that  Divine  indulgence  fhould  thus  abound  ? 
Confider  :  God,  indeed,  called  us  out  of  the  duft.  But 
He  called  us  into  an  eternity :  An  eternity,  hencefor¬ 
ward,  comm enfurate  with  his  own :  And  fhall  not  his. 
concern  be  cominenfurate  in  degree,  bear  a  proportion, 
to  his  gift  ?  Shall  not  one  fhew  as  much  of  the  Gieat 
God  as  the  other  ?  As  He  has  made  us  immortal ;  He 
has  made  us  alio  endangered ,  creatures.  Creatures  that 
muft,  neceftarily,  Hand  the  moil  important,  and  incom- 
prehenfible  confequence  of  their  own  doubtful  conduct 
for  ever.  Does  "not  this  abate  thy  furpnze  at  fuch 
abundant  indulgence  ?  It  muft,  if  GW  is  loroe,  and  vouch-, 
fafes  to  look  on  us  in  the  mentioned  light.  In  that  light. 
He  looks  on  us.  Thence  his  more  than  paternal  bowels, 
of  compaftion  for  the  moft  unworthy  of  men.  1  hence 
his  omnipotence  exerted  in  giving  proofs  of  his  love.  - 

But  why,  fayeft  thou,  is  this  love  terrible?  Is  not. 
that  love  moft  terrible  which  tells  us  we  are  in  danger  of 
being  eternally  undone  ?  And  this  love  tells  us  fo  ;  for« 
(as  I  conceive)  it  never  had  exifted  ,  had  not  that  been 

our  cafe. 

How  deep  then,  and  deplorable,  is  their  miftake,  who-, 
prefume  to  lin,  becaufe  God  is  fo  good ;  when  God  i3 
fo  good  purely  becaufe  He  knows  that  prefumption  will, 
be  their  ruin  ?  Who  prefume  an  impunity  for  fin,  be¬ 
caufe  God  is  fo  good ;  when  God  is  fo  good,  purely 
becaufe  He  knows  that  fin,  and  impunity,  are  incom¬ 
patible  ?  Such  men  make  a  demonftration  of  their  dan¬ 
ger,  the  bafts  of  their  fec-urity  ;  and  fear  nothing,  be¬ 
caufe  an  Omnipotence,  that  is  follicitous  for  their  wel- 
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fare,  gives  proof  that  He  is  apprehenfive  of  their  de- 
druftion. 

Such  men  reafon  ill.  Still  worfe,  experience  cannot 
convince  them.  What  their  experience  of  every  day, 
every  hour  proves  to  be  true,  they  will  not  believe  : 
They  doubt ,  if  they  (hall  be  (not  to  ufe  a  harfher  word) 
condemned  for  their  fins.  Yet  they  know  that  they  fhall 
die.  Now,  as  I  take  it,  their  death  is  a  prelude,  and 
alfurance,  of  their  future  condemnation  :  for,  if  beings, 
originally  immortal,  die  for  another’s  fin,  can  it  be 
doubted,  but  that  they  fhall  be  condemned  for  their 
own  ?  And  that  death  (which  is  a  demonftration  that 
fin  fhall  not  efcape  unpunilhed)  is  unavoidable,  they  are 
convinced  by  their  fenfes :  Unlefs  our  Centaurs,  there¬ 
fore,  lay  alide  their  fenfes,  as  well  as  their  reafon,  for 
the  future  they  mull  forego  vain  hopes  too  frequent, 
and  too  fanguine,  among  them  :  nor  longer  turn  a  proof 
of  immortality  into  a  prefumption  on  impunity  ;  Hea¬ 
ven’s  indulgence,  into  deftru&ion ;  and  gather  poifon 
from  the  tree  of  life. 

I  know  not,  my  friend  !  if  others  have  urged  thefe 
arguments,  with  regard  to  the  caufe  of  God’s  great  in¬ 
dulgence  to  man,  and  the  certainty  of  punifhment  for 
fm  ;  but  to  me  they  appear  of  a  very  weighty  and  afr 
feeling  nature.  There  are  fome  truths  of  the  lad  mo¬ 
ment  to  men,  which,  at  frit  afpefl,  have  fomewhat 
furprifing  in  them  :  they  require,  and  well  deferve,  our; 
fecond  thoughts. 

I  will  give  you  two  ;  one  from  Scripture  ;  one  from-: 
my  own  thoughts  :  “  With  the  Lord  there  is  mercy ,  there- 

“  fore. 
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«  fore  ft  all  He  be  feared."— With  man  there  is  morta¬ 
lity,  therefore  fall  He  tremble.—  Tremble  at  hixnfelf! 
Tremble  at  his  own  power,  which  can  give  what  coiour 
he  will  to  a  whole  eternity.  Tremble  at  his  own  glory  ; 
that  he  has  angels  for  his  guard  ;  and  an  Almighty  for 
his  friend.  Yes,  tremble  at  all  that  might  incline  him 
to  triumph:  for  thefe  grandeurs,  that  infpire  preemp¬ 
tion,  increafe  danger  :  are  magnificent  affurances  that  he. 
may  be  plunged  beyond  hope  ;  be  loft  pail  retiieve. 

God,  indeed,  forbids  our  defpair :  but  not  becaufe 
his  love  will  fave  us  in  our  fins;  but  becaufe  defpair  hops 
all  effort  at  amendment;  and  without  it  his  love  dcfires 
our  welfare  in  vain.  His  love  is  fuch,  as  to  give  us- 
encouragement,  and  fupport,  in  every  thing,  but  fin  : 
fuch  as  to  fupport  our  fpirits  amid  the  ruins  of  a  fal¬ 
ling  world  ;  but  not  under  the  cloud  of  one  unrepented 

guilt. 

This  flings  light  on  a  part  of  Scripture,  which  has  a 
cloud  on  it  in  fome  eyes ;  and  with  others  quite  ruins  its 
credit :  Work  out  your  falnjation  with  fear,  and  trem¬ 
bling  :  A  ftrange  text  to  thofe,  who  fear  and  tremble  at 
nothing  fo  much  as  at  a  difappointment  in  their  lulls. 
Cur  falvation  mull  be  worked  out :  Wifhing,  and  will¬ 
ing,  will  not  bring  it;  hoping,  and  confiding,  will  not 
procure  it ;  it  will  not  come  by  chance  ;  no,  nor  by  gift, 
and  infufion.  It  mull  be.  worked  out  with  fear-,  be¬ 
caufe  fear  is  the  ftrongeft  guard  of  diligence,  without 
which,  this  work  cannot  go  on;  and  with  trembling , 
left  we  fhould  fail  in  this  important  work  ;  left  we  Ihould 
think  too  lightly  of  the  Divine  juftice ;  and  left  our  very 

confidence  Ihould  betray  us,  even  though  we  were  good 

men  : 
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men  :  for  good  men  have  failed  purely  from  a  good  * 
opinion  of  their  own  fate.  For  a  good  opinion  begets 
fecurity ;  fecurity  begets  negligence  ;  and  negligence, 
temptation  •,  and  temptation,  a  fall :  and  if  unrepented) 
a  fall  into  that  fate,  where  our  f.rft  wifh  will  be,  that 
we  never  had  been  born  ;  and  (worfe  fill !)  where. there 
is  no  laft.  Pain  is  fometimes  fo  great  even  here ,  that 
we  lofe  our  fenfes;  there  it  will  be  far  greater  ;  and- 
f  how-terrible  to  fay  !)  our  fenfes  will  not  be  loft. 
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Si  the  bank  of  that  fate  we,  nittv,  Hand :  That 


pof  of  wifdom,  if  ever  men  are  wife :  which  is 
the  reafon  why  they  wifh  it  may  be  long  before  they  ar¬ 
rive  at  it :  for  folly  is  the  favourite  of  mankind  :  And  is 
it  not  our  own?  Though  there  we  Hand,  we  fcarce  be¬ 
lieve  it;  fo  much  our  wilhes  obltrudl  our  belief :  or,  be¬ 
lieving,  fcarce  know  what  being  there  means ;  fo  much 
familiarity  takes  away  our  attention ;  and  robs  things 
of  their  power  to  firike  f  rang  on  our  minds.  Eternity 
has  fo  often  pafied  our  lips,  that  it  has  forgot  its  way  to 
our  hearts.  Did  it  enter  there,  would  it  not  extinguifh 
every  earth-born  palfion  in  them  ?  Yes ;  as  the  fun,  the. 
{mailed  fpark  of  fire. 

Though  we  f  and  on  its  awful  brink,  fuch  our  leaden 
byafs  to  the  world,  we  turn  our  faces  the  wrong  way  ; 
we  are  fill  looking  on  our  old  acquaintance,  time  5  though 
now,  fo  .waft ed  and  reduced,  that  we  can  fee  little  more 
of  him  than  his  wings  and  his  fey  the :  our  age  enlarges 
his  wings  to  our  imagination ;  and  our  fear  of  death. 


his 
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his  fcythe  ;  as  time  himfelf  grows  lefs.  His  confump- 
tion  is  deep  :  his  annihilation  is  at  hand. 

Should  we  not  then  turn  us  round,  and  look  on  eter¬ 
nity  ?  That  glorious  home  of  all  that  furvives,  and  out- 
fnines  the  fun  ;  that  kingdom  of  fouls  immortal  !  Of  im¬ 
mortal  fouls,  time  is  only  the  maturing  womb  ;  from 
eternity  they  wait  their  real  birth.  Are  we,  my  friend! 
matured  ?  Or  fhall  we  prove  abortive  to  the  world  of 
glory  ?  If  we  were  mature,  why  tarry  here  fo  long?  By 
protradling  life,  Heaven  fhews  not  its  favour  to  thofe 
that  are  fit  to  die.  Is  not,  the  bufinefs  of  our  day  un¬ 
done,  the  caufe  why  we  are  fuffered  to  fit  up  fo  late  ?  To 
be  fo  long  on  our  weary  legs,  after  the  common  hour  of 
human  reft  ?  I  fear  it  is.  I  much  fear  we  are  permitted 
to  live,  purely  becaufe — we  do  not  deferve  it. 

Is  it  not,  (my  languid  fellow-traveller  in  the  deep 
vale  of  years !)  high  time  to  be  wifer  ?  left  the  greateft 
of  curfes  fhould  fall  on  us,  that  of  being  wife  too  late  ; 
Which  is  the  moft  emphatical  definition  of  a  fool.  The 
world  is  worn  out  to  us  ;  and  we  are  worn  out  to  the 
world.  The  world,  which  knows  its  own  intereft,  quits 
us,  as  rats  a  ruined  houfe  ;  if  we  knew  ours,  fhould  we 
not  quit  the  world,  as  bees  an  exhaufted  flower  ?  We 
can  make  no  more  honey  of  it ;  its  fweets  are  gone. 
Where  are  its  formerly  fweet  delufions,  its  airy  caftles, 
and  glittering  fpires  ?  Are  we  not  left  on  a  lonely,  bar-, 
ren,  briery  heath,  to  grope  out  our  weary  way,  through, 
the  dufk  of  life,  to  our  final  home  ?  Shall  not  the  dif- 
folved  enchantment  fet  the  captive  free  ?  Are  we  Tor- 
rifniond's  or  Sudbury's  ?  Shall  our  dotage  rivet  our  chains* 
when  kind  nature  would  knock- them  off  ?  To  fpeak  a, 
•  language 

O  O. 
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language  even  Centaurs  may  underHand,  “  A  lafb  card, 
“  well  played,  may  yet  win  the  game  ?  ” 

Confider ;  are  we  fcheming  Hill?  Stretching  out  a 
trembling  hand,  which  wants  to  be  fupported,  to  grafp 
at  the  nothing  that  comes  next  ?  Any  thing  now  gained 
would  rather  mock,  than  enrich  us ;  can  any  thing  en¬ 
rich,  that  cannot  be  enjoyed  ?  Grafp  at  new  faculties , 
and  new  powers,  if  thou  canll  find  them,  or  new  ob¬ 
jects  will  only  laugh  us  to  fcorn.  But  hadH  thou  even 
thofe,  if  the  value  of  things  is  in  proportion  to  our  term 
in  them,  their  price  at  our  market  Ihould  fall  very  low. 

It  is  a  good  thing  to  know  when  we  have  all,  and  to 
laugh  at  that  cheat  more,  which  is  ever  Healing  our 
hearts.  But  it  is  as  uncommon,  as  good.  Hence,  fe- 
niors  are  milking  the  world  after  it  is  dry.  Is  it  not  a 
fhame  that  we  Hiould  be  gleaning  fublunary  firaws, 
when  our  harveH  of  life  is  over  ?  hoping  an  after-crop 
in  our  Hubble  ?  Though  called  to  diadems,  where  har¬ 
veH  is  perpetual ;  where  an  harveH,  more  than  golden* 
profufely  crowns  an  eternal  year  ? 

As  to  the  pafs  which  is  fo  much  feared  ;  the  dark, 
fubterranean  entry  to  future  life ;  into  which  our  weak 
imagination  peeps,  and  Harts  back,  as  a  child  at  a  Iha- 
dow  ;  all  thanks  to  the  bleiTed  Gofpel,.  we  know  what 
will  light  us  up  a  lamp  in  it,  and  lefien  its  formidable 
gloom.  I  have  feen  a  death  bed,  the  reverfe  of  poor 
Altamonf  s,  where  the  by-Handers  were  the  greatefi  fuf- 
Ifbrers  ;  and  the  king  of  terrors,  by  chriflian  patience, 
was  over-matched.  The  power  of  religion  fhone  out 
without  a  veil ;  nor  could  any  rifing  fufpicions  of  hypo- 

crify 
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crify  dim  its  luftre.  In  fuch  fcenes  as  thefe  the  human 
heart  is  no  longer  invifible  to  man;  and  a  glimpfe  of 
heaven  is  difcovered  in  fuch  a  fight. 

We  know  what  can  make  us  deep  fweetly  in  the  dud: 
what  can  fmooth  the  rough  tranfition;  foften  death  in¬ 
to  a  fort  of  tranflation,  which  interrupts  not  (bleded  be 
God!)  our  exigence  ;  nor  our  peace.  In  peace  have 
many  died  ;  and,  therefore,  it  is  certain,  ail  may.  The 
whole  fecret  for  obtaining  that  peace  is  an  abfolute  re- 
dgnation  to  the  mod  High  ;  which  (as  hard  a  talk  as  it 
feems  to  fome)  at  the  bottom  is  no  more  than  owning 
him  to  be  God.  And  a  contrary  condudl  (as  little  as 
it  is  confidered)  has  atheifm,  partial  atheifm,  in  it* 
It  is  queflioning  fome  of  his  attributes,  though  not  de¬ 
nying  a  God.  May  that  peace  be  thine  !  My  heart 
beats  with  ardor  for  thy  prefent  peace,  and  future  blifs. 
May  I  fhare  it  with  thee  !  What  a  poor  broken  embrace, 
what  a  fad  fragment  of  friendfhip,  is  that  which  ends 
at  the  grave  ?  Such  a  tranfitory  tie  gives  a  fecond  dart 
to  death ;  and  a  double  diffolution  to  departing  maa* 
That  of  foul  and  body  fcarce  more  fevere. 


Would  to  heaven!  that  all  friendfhips  were,  evidently, 
friendfhips  of  immortal  men.  Such,  I  mean,  as  gave 
proof  of  their  having  each  other’s  eternal  intereds  at 
heart.  Modern,  at  lead,  fafliionable,  friendfhip  flows 


from  a  polluted  fource ;  it  tades  too  drong  of  earth; 
without  the  lead  tincture  of  7nan  (as  above  deferibed)  ; 
W'ithout  the  lead  fpirit  of  immortality  in  it.  Nay,  worfe  ; 
it  often  fprings  from  caufes  that  will  not  bear  the  light ; 
and  refembles  the  dark  dreams  of  dlpheus,  and  Are thufa , 
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that  mingle  under  ground:  it  fhould  rather  referable 
Eridanus ,  which  is  faid  to  flow  from  heaven. 

How  many  have  we  of  thefe  fubterranean  attach¬ 
ments  ?  What  is  it  ties  our  Centaurs  together  in  fo  long 
a  firing  ? — Leaping  together  the  fame  barriers  of  the  de¬ 
cent,  and  the  juft  ;  ranging  the  fame  forbidden  grounds ; 
gorging  at  the  fame  manger;  neighing  the  fame  inflam¬ 
matory  tune;  or  being  daily  rid,  and  forely  galled,  by 
the  domineering  infolence  of  the  fame  inflamed  mif- 
fcrefs. 

Since  fuch  their  accomplifhments,  I  hope  to  levy  a 
Lapithean  infantry  fufncient  fuccefsftilly  to  carry  on  the 
war  now  opened  againft  them. — As  Chiron  blew  the 
trumpet  which  called  the  Greeks  to  the  fiege  of  Troy  ; 
I  hear  there  is  a  modern  Chiron ,  who  founds  as  many 
inftruments,  as  Nebuchadnezar  did  to  fummon  his  ido¬ 
laters  ;  and  that  he  raifes  forces,  and  ceafes  not  to  carry 
on  the  war,  at  a  <vafi  expence.  Doubtlefs  he  was  typified 
of  old  by  him  who  is  faid  in  Virgil ; 

JE re  ciere  •viros,  martemcpue  ciccendere  cantu. 

For  my  own  part,  my  friend !  I  fanfy  my  campaign 
will  foon  be  over.  I  have  frequent  pains:  and;  I  think 
I  hear  the  Mailer  call.  If  fo,  fhould  we  not  leave  this 
world,  though  not  yet  admitted  of  the  next?  Have  we 
not  been,  through  life,  anxioufly  providing  one  year  for 
the  next  r  And  fhall  v.'e  grudge  to  pay  half  that'  pains 
for  an  eternity  ? 

Confider,  my  immortal  friend  !  fhould  we  not  leave 
the  world,  before  the  world  leaves  us?  It  is  difmal  to 

be. 
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■be  left.  There  is  a  noble  abfence  from  earth,  while  we 
are  yet  on  it.  There  is  a  noble  intimacy  with  heaven, 
while  we  are  ye:  beneath  it.  If  our  affedion  flies  thi¬ 
ther,  we  fliall  be  welcomed  by  fuperior  beings,  and  not 
be  miffed  by  men,  who  delight  in  novelties  ;  or,  if  mif¬ 
fed,  admired  the  more  for  being  once  in  the  right.  They 
rnuft  be  fomewhat  out  of  this  world,  who  would  be  deep 
in  the  concerns  of  the  next :  and  is  it  not  time  we  fhould 
be  fo  ?  Till  the  bufinefs  of  life  (as  it  is  called)  is  over, 
its  real  bufinefs  is  rarely  begun  :  nor  always  then.  Age 
is  apt  to  carry  its  allowed  title  to  repefe  too  far:  age  is 
the  raoft  bufy  period  of  human  life.  But  its  tranfa&ions 
are  not  with  men.  Therefore  that  abfence  above-men¬ 
tioned  is  moil  fit  for  us.  It  is  a  fort  of  a  third  ftate  be¬ 
tween  this  world  and  the  next.  How  proper  then,  for 
the  reception  of  thofe,  whofetermis  out,  here,  accord¬ 
ing  to  the  common  age  of  man. 

And  can  it  be  hard  for  us  to  lay  this  world  aflde,  flnee 
they  that  have  fared  belt  in  the  world,  have  only  the 
feweft  objections  againft  it  ?  Is  it  not  an  old  tragi- co¬ 
medy  read  over  and  over,  which  by  no  means, 

■ 

- -  Dccies  repetita  placcbit  ?  Juv. 

To  fpeak  in  the  licentious  ftile  of  comedy,  man  is  a 
mule,  of  mixed  origin,  of  heaven  and  earth :  earth  has 
had  more  than  its  fhare  of  us ;  give  heaven  the  reft  : 
and  that  for  a  double  reafon.  All  know  that  hope  is  life’s 
cordial  :  it  works  miracles^  without  happinefs  it  makes 
men  happy.  What  have  been  all  the  pleafures  of  our 
former  years,  but  joyous  prophecies,  and  bold  premifes 
in  the  name  of  to  tnorrow  ?  Worldly  hope  in  age  expires. 

IT 
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If  he  provides  not  another  hope,  a  man  of  years,  and  a 
man  of  mifery,  mean  the  fame  thing.  Therelore  the 
fame  fteps  are  to  be  taken  whether  we  would  fvveeten 
the  remaining  dreg  of  life,  or  provide  a  triumph  for 
eternity. 

The  worldly  wifhes,  which  an  old  man  fends  out, 
are  like  Noah's  dove  ;  they  cannot  find  whereon  to 
light,  and  mull  return  to  his  own  heart  again  for  reft. 
Pi  is  natural,  and,  perhaps,  moft  allowable  and  proper 
wifh  is  for  refped.  But  refped.  for  age  is  a  virtue. 

I  need  fay  no  more  to  convince  him,  how  little  of  it 
he  mult  expert :  and,  indeed,  he  but  ill  defer ves  it 
from  others,  who,  by  doating  on  the  world,  denies  it 
to  himfelf. 

When  infirmity  drives  the  world  from  us,  or  difeafe 
confines  us  to  our  chamber,  fhall  we  not  be  all  alone 
with  the  great  Father  of  fpirits,  and  Searcher  of  hearts? 
Is  it  not  worth  while  a  little  before-hand  to  pradife 
our  lefton,  that  we  may  be  the  better  prepared  to  fuf- 
tain  fuch  an  interview  ?  Our  wifdom  cannot  add  to  the 
days,  but  it  can  lighten  the  burden,  of  life  ;  and  leffen 
the  terrors  of  death.  Death  forgot  in  youth  is  folly  ; 
in  age,  madnefs.  With  regard  to  that  king  of  ter¬ 
rors,  how  many  in  years  borrow  the  fecurity  of  youth  ; 
for  it  is  impofiible  it  fhould  belong  to  them.  Happy 
they!  whom  death,  when  he  comes,  fhall  find  at  home  ; 
his  vifit  will  have  lefs  of  terror  in  it.  Out  of  pure  de¬ 
cency  to  the  dignity  of  human  nature,  of  which  the 
decays  and  imperfections  fhould  not  be  expofed,  men 
in  years,  by  recefs,  fhould  fling  a  veil  over  them,  and 
to  the  world  be  a  little  buried,  before  they  are  interred. 

An 


An  old  man's  too  great  familiarity  with  the  public  is 
an  indignity  to  the  human  nature,  and  a  neglect  of  the 
.Divine.  A  greater  intercourfe  with  it  than  the  calls 
of  duty  and  virtue  demand,  is  indecent,  irreligious, 
and  contemptible  ;  fpcaking  acquiefcence  in  contempt, 
dotage  on  the  world,  and  oblivion  of  eternity.  His 
fancying  himfelf  to  be  iliil  properly  one  of  this  world, 
and  on  a  common  foot  with  the  reft  of  mankind,  is,  as 
if  a  man  getting  drunk  in  the  morning,  after  a  long 
rap,  lifting  his  drowfy  lids  at  fun-.fet,  fbould  take  it  for 
break  of  day. 


But  grant  him  to  be  (fill  of  this  world  ;  grant  him 
all  it  can  give  ;  what  is  this  world,  but  a  machine 
played  on  us  by  our  great -enemy  for  the  diffipation  of 
human  thought,  whofe  fcattered  rays  mull  be  colleded^ 
as  it  were,  to  a  focal  point,  in  order  duly  to  warm  our 
devotion;  and  fet  a  pious  heart  on  fire  ?  And  can  any 


happinefs  fubfift  in  age  without  piety  ?  Impoflible  !  Its 
intimacy  with  the  world,  is  not  for  the  pleafures  it  can 
give  ;  they  are  paft  ;  it  is  purely  to  diflodg>  the  thoughts 
of  death,  which  intrude  at  that  feafon  ;  that  is,  it  is 
.  purely  to  decline  the  pleafures  of  heaven. 


Why,  my  friend  !  is  our  day  of  trial  extended  be¬ 
yond  the  expiration  of  the  common  term  ?  Is  it  not  in¬ 
dulged  to  the  great  need  our  paft  conduct  has  of  it? 
And  fhall  our  folly  reverie  the  kind  intention  of  that 
Divine  indulgence  to  us  ?-  Shall  it  fet  us  farther  from 
our  God  ?  I  am  never  fo  ftrongly  (truck  with  the  weak- 
nefs  and  depravity  of  man,  as  when  1  fee  grey  hairs 
playing  the  fool.  Hope,  which  in  other  evil  appear- 

'  *  ances 
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ances  fupports  our  fpirits,  fails  us  there.  What  can 
ihock  common  fenfe,  what  can  create  amazement,  if 
not  the  failings  that  would  difhonour  youth,  in  thofe 
that  are  tniraculoufly  alive  after  the  ftated  period  of  hu¬ 
man  life  ?  This  is  an  outrage  to  reafon,  beyond  the 
boldnefs  of  the  defperado  that  confounds  us  moil: 
this  out- dares  the  felon  repeating  his  crime,  not  only 
under  the  gallows,  but  with  the  cord  about  his  neck. 
Where  is  that  world  into  which  you  and  I  were  born  ? 
It  is  under-ground  ;  and  a  generation  of  Grangers  are 
dancing  over  our  coevals  long  fince  in  the  daft.  Where 
is  that  world  into  which  we  Jhall  be  born  ?  Far,  far 
above  the  fun,  if,  while  we  are  beneath  it,  we  behave 
ourfelves  like  men.  But  if  this  life  was  our  only  con¬ 
cern,  confider,  that  nothing  but  being  wifer,  that  is 
better  than  thofe  born  after  us,  can  poflibly  refcue  the 
decays  of  age  from  avernon  and  contempt. 

Fain  would  I  have  my  pen  of  fome  fervice  to  the 
a^ed,  now  my  neareft  relations,  thofe  of  blood,  are  no 
more.  To  the  former  am  I  related  by  like  date,  auty., 
intereft,  and  above  all 

- Nunc  ipfa  peri  cut  a  j  ungut:  t.  Ov. 

Still  eager  in  worldly  purfuits,  warm  in  the  chace  of 
lhadows,  fhall  we  rufh,  as  down  a  precipice,  and  leap 
plumb  into  the  jaws  of  extempore  death  ? 

No,  let  us  halt  in  our  career;  paufe  on  the  brink  j 
and  provide  for  our  eternal  peace.  Can  I  better  ex- 
prefs  my  love  than  by  prefling  it  on  thee  ?  I  prefs  it 

ftrongly.  And  know.,  my  friend  !  that  Heaven,  and 

(as 
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{as  I  have  fhewed  thee)  a  moll  indulgent  Heaven,  joins 
my  pathetic  wifh  ;  and  angeis,  ardent  angels,  fay  Amen. 
And  what  want  they  ?  (mark  it  well),  they  want  no¬ 
thing  but  thy  own  concurrence  to  crown  their  wilhes 
for  thy  welfare. 


I  *** 
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The  Dignity  of  MAN. 

HERE,  Sir,  I  enter  on  _that  elevated  theme,  The 

Dignity  of  Man. 

Major  rerum  rniht  nafcitur  or  do.  V  i  r  g. 

I  fhall  fcale  the  fummit  of  human  nature,  and  fet  it* 
dignity  in  the  ftrongeft  light ;  that  the  contrail  may  ftrike 
our  Centaurs  with  a  juft;  lenfe  of  their  own  ghaftly  con- 
dition  ;  and  more  clearly  demonftrate  the  depth  of  their 
fall.  Many  are  for  degrading  their  nature,  that  they 
may  leften  its  duties ;  and  for  looking  on  themfelves  a$ 
j  beings  infignificant,  that  they  may  be  profligate  beings 
j with. a  better  grace;  and  (as  they  would  flatter  them¬ 
felves)  with  more  excufe.  They  run  voluntarily  into  this 
:  error,  as  men  run  into  the  dark,  that  they  may  fin  with¬ 
out  a  blufh  ;  framing  a  lie  (which  is  the  common  cafe) 

:  lor  their  apology.  Their  mafter  Epicurus  meant  much  the 
■ame,  by  fetting  the  gods  at  fuch  a  diftance !  and  for 
their  repole,  exempting  them  from  the  trouble  of  infpe$> 
ing  the  trifles  of  men.  A  due  fenle  of  the  grandeur  of 
man’s  nature,  and  deilination,  is  his  bell -bulwark  againft 
i  the  frequent  and  violent  alfaults  temptation  makes  on> 

M  3  him* 
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him.  This  is  a  fubjeft  which  I  vvifh  had  been  taken  in¬ 
to  better  hands.  For,  as  it  demands  all  the  powers  of 
the  nobleft  pen  to  reach  its  heights;  fo  the  world  hands  in 
need  of  having  this,  above  all  other,  prefied  home  on  their 
hearts  ;  for  all  other  of  any  great  moment  are  implied  in 
it.  There  are  but  few,  whofe'opinions  do  not  too  much 
widen  the  diftance  between  an  angel,  and  a  man.  I  fhall 
bring  them  nearer  together,  as  the  belt  means  for  the  re-  | 
formation  of  Centaurs  (as  you  Ihall  lee),  and  for  the  molt 
noble  exaltation  of  %ien. 

I  have  juft  now  obferved,  that— Angels  want  no- 
«  thing  but  thy  own  concurrence  to  crown  their  wifhes 
“  for  thy  welfare.” — This  is  true  :  Shall  I  not  then  be 
pardoned,  if  I  prefume  to  put  the  fame  meaning  into 
fomewhat  an  higher  itile,  and  fay  (with  all  reverence) 
that  heavens  defires  are  at  thy  mercy  ?— If  fo,  think, 
and  think  again.  What  art  thou  ?  Thou  poor,  feeble, 
earth-born,  mortal !  What  art  thou  ?— Darts  not  on  thee 
a  ftream  of  heavenly  light  ?  Doll  thou  not  fee  an  amazing 
majefty  in  man  ?  Have  I  not  then,  made  my  bold  pro- 
mife  good  ?  Did  I  not,  above,  tell  thee,  I  would  fur- 
prize  thee  with  thyfelf  ? 

Nor  can  I  reft  here.  A  man  is  almoft  more  than  man 
can  conceive ;  a  marvellous  being  that  rifes  above  him- 
felf,  darting  rays  of  glory  beyond  the  reach  of  his  owr 
fight.  My  heart  is  tied  to  this  endearing*  tranfporting 
and  triumphant,  theme. 

Is  thy  confent  neceiTary  to  finilh  what  is  begun,  0 
rather,  only  defigned,  above  ?  How  ftrangely  th. 
founds  1  Yet  mull  I  proceed  in  a  Hill  higher  flrain 
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In  thee  it  is,  (how  feemingly  bold,  and  impious  fo  to 
fpeak  ?)  Yes,  it  is  in  thee,  to  grant,  or  deny,  the  requeft 
of  the  Almighty. — And  impious,  indeed,  it  would  be, 
if  unauthorized  by  Scripture,  in  which  that  requeft  is 
made. 

A  requefting  Omnipotence  ? — What  can  ftun,  and 
confound  thy  reafon  more  ?  What  more  can  ravifti  and 
exalt  thy  heart ;  it  cannot  but  raviih  and  exalt;  it  cannot 
but  glorioufly  difturb,  and  perplex  thee,  to  take  in  all 
that  thought  fuggefts.  Thou  child  of  the  dull !  thou 
fpeck  of  mifery  and  fin  !  How  abjeft  thy  weaknefs  ?  How 
great  is  thy  power  ?  Thou  crawler  on  earth,  and,  pof- 
fible  (I  was  about  to  fay)  controuler  of  the  Ikies ! 

Weigh,  and  weigh  well,  the  wondrous  truths  I  have 
in  view :  which  cannot  be  weighed  too  much:  which,  the 
more  they  are  weighed,  amaze  the  more :  which  to  have 
fuppofed,  before  they  were  revealed,  would  have  been  as 
great  madnefs ;  and  to  have  prefumed  on,  as  great  fin,  as, 
it  is  now  madnefs  and  fin,  not  to  believe.  Such  precious, 
and  beatifying  news  is  brought  us  by  revelation;  that 
revelation  which  is  rejefled,  and  defpifed,  by  thofe  that 
affeft  to  be  thought  wifer,  and  happier,  than  the  reft  of 
mankind. 

The  truths ,  I  mean,  are  implied  in  what  follows ;  viz. 
Heaven  intends,  defires,  labours,  works  miracles,  or  more 
(if  more  can  be),  for  thy  welfare:  it  prefies  thee,  it  impor¬ 
tunately  prefies  thee,  to  comply.  Confider;  how  art  thou 
courted  ?  And  by  whom?  By  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Spi¬ 
rit;  thy  fell  ovo  labourer  $  for  thy  good.  How  is  thy  alli¬ 
ance  fought  ?  And  at  what  price  ?  Angels,  infpe&ing, 

M  4  admiring 
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admiring  angels,  cannot  compute  its  value.  An  extreme- 
of  love,  an  extreme  of  glory,  this,  which  thofe  angels^(i£ 
angels  could  envy)  might  envy  to,  man  :  for  was  it  not 
denied  to  them  ? 

Thou  younger,  but  darling  fon  of  heaven  !  wonder  ; 
tremble;  triumph  { — Yes,  triumph;  tremble;  wonder! 
thy  greateft  emotion  falls  fhort  of  the  mighty,  caufe. 
Thou  greatly  beloved,  greatly  favoured,  greatly,  def- 
tined,  and,  oh  !  greatly  endangered  !  take  heed  to  thy 
Heps :  nor  lefs  take  fire  at  thy  prize. 

Art  thou  more  exalted,  or  terrified,  at  what  I  fay  ? 
Exultation  and  fear  both  rife  in  extremes.  —  With  both 
paffions  comply. ;  highly  reverence  thy  oven  nature ;  more 
profoundly  adore  the  Divine.  Adore  it  with  voice, 
heart,  and  life  :  and  thus  to  glad  all  heaven,  afifert,  ref- 
cue,  ennoble,  and  with  blifs  eternal  crown  thyielf :  for 
without  thee,  in  the  conllituted  order  of  things,  heaven 
is  unable  to  do  it.  Its  almighty  hand  is,  as  it  were,  tied- 
up  by  its  own  decree.  Without  thee,  thou  amazing- 
being!  (pardoned  be  the  word  fo  bold)  there  is  impo¬ 
tence  in  heaven.  Nor.  is  it  bold  when  explained  ;  for  im¬ 
potence  when  voluntary,  is  no  impeachment  of  power. 

Is  all  this  ' rapturous  ? — Yes,  fuch  a  rapture,  as  no,, 
thing  but  grofs  ignorance,  or  more  fatal  infidelity,  can 
forbear.  Is  not  rapture  due  for  felicities  inexpreflible  l 
And  what  felicity  is  fo  much  as  fecond  to  this  ?  It  is  tlie 
clofe,  frequent,  and  feeling,  infpedHon  of  thefe  inte¬ 
rior#  of  man’s  fublime  condition,  as  immortal,  and  re¬ 
deemed,  that  is  the  higheft  cordial  of  human  joy  ;  and  the 
richeft  mine  ©f  human  thought.  A  mine  deep-dug  by 

few  ! 
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few  !  and  yet  without  it,  man  is  not  more  a  ftranger 
to  the  natives  of  Saturn,  than  to  himfelf.  Without  it, 
he  rauft  want  the  true,  •  genuine,  vital,  fpirit  of  a- 
Chriftian.  None  without  it  can  be  filled  with  the  light 
and  comfort  of  the  Holy  Ghoft.  This,  O  yet  Metho- 
diils!  gives  the  real  new  birth :  this  enters  man  in 
quite  another  world.  In  his  former  world  all  things,  are 
abfolutely  changed  :  well  nigh  annihilated  as  to  his 
wonted  pafiion  for  them. 

M,yvi  i  If  ‘  1/  *  «  i  I  (  t  t  1  ■'  -  *-  «'*  *  «**'•  -  **• 

'The  heavens  declare  the  glory  of  the  Lord,  and  the  fir¬ 
mament  jhevoeth  his  handy -work.  But  the  chriftian  mine  I 
have  mentioned,  infinitely  more  demands  our  adoration 
and  praife  :  infinitely*  more  demands  our  exultation  and- 
joy.  Are  we  tranfported,  and  juflly  tranfported,  at  the 
wonderful  operations  of  nature,  and  decline  we  the  con¬ 
templation  of  greater  wonders  in  ourfelves?  And  when, 
the  former  but  amufes  an  hour,  the  laft  blefles  an  eter¬ 
nity  ?  In  thofe  ftupendous  views,  it  is,'  that  the  mercy 
of  God,  and  glory  of  man,  at  higheft  fhine.  Hence 
it  is,  that  conftant  joy  is  enjoined  to  Chriftians  as  an 
abfolute  duty  :  a  duty,  on  weaker  motives,  as  abfolutely 
impracticable. 

You  fee,  Sir,  that  to  dive  deep  into  man,  is  to  dive 
into  an  ocean  of  Love  Divine ;  which  firft  drowns  us  im 
amazement,, then  lifts  us  into  triumph;  and  at  lengths 
lands  us  (if  we  are  wife)  on  eternal  life.  But  too  many 
fwim  only  on  the  furface  of  our  nature;  like  a  feather 
through  their  levity,  incapable  of  finking  to  thofe  folid, 
and  Ihining  advantages,  thofe  pearls  of  great  price  ; 
thofe  great,  awakening,  and  ftrongly  ftimulating  motives 
to  virtue,  that  lie  below.  But  I  fhall  refurne  this  fubj eft 

M  5  befor©- 
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before  I  clofe.  What  is  already  faid,  is  enough  to  pro¬ 
duce  that  good  effed  which  you  will  find  in  the  mar¬ 
vellous  fcene  which,  very  foon,  will  open  on  you. 

The  Centaurs  Restoration  to 

HUMANITY. 

* 

AT  prefent,  my  friend  !  we  mull  quit  this  confe- 
crated,  for  enchanted,  ground ;  as  you  will  foon, 
to  your  furprize  and  difguft  perceive.  I  know  it  is  not 
to  your  talle,  nor,  indeed,  to  my  own.  But  levity  has 
its  ufe,  when  perverfe  patients  will  refufe  what  is  falu- 
tary,  if  conveyed  in  any  vehicle  lefs  agreeable  to  their 
vitiated  tafle  ;  and  the  grave  reader,  who  naufeates  it, 
facrifices  (through  too  great  delicacy)  to  mere  appearances 
the  fubftance  of  what  is  right. 

Thou  knoweft  that  our  Centaurs  can  fcarce  be  per- 
fuaded  that  they  are  not  kill  human  creatures  j  though 
yncechantur ,  fcortantur ,  adulterantur,  diabolantur  ( I  am 
forced  to  make  words  that  are  bad  enough  for  them)  ; 
and  not  fo  much  as  retain, 

.  — Veter  is  veftigia  form*.  Ov. 

Are  they  not  (to  fpeak  with  reverence  in  the  language  of 
the  Prophet)  as  fed  borfes  in  the  morning?  Do  they  not 
af'emble  by  troop  in  ladies  houfes  ?  It  is  harlots  in  the  ori¬ 
ginal  ;  and  fo  by  us  tranflated.  But  that  is  not  their 
only  objection  to  the  Scriptures.  Perhaps,  an  old  Ara¬ 
bian  proverb  may  have  greater  authority  with  them. 
What  fays  it?  “  Let  him  that  would  be  fafe,  avoid  feven 

••  things  ; 
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**  things ;  wafps,  fpiders,  hyenas,  crocodiles,  elfs,  ad- 
“  ders,  and  fine  women.” 


Here,  then,  I  fhall  begin  my  exorcifm.  Its  words 
muft  be  ftrange  and  barbarous,  fuited  to  the  occafion. 
Let  not  yonr  ear,  my  friend,  be  Ihocked ;  but  liften> 
and  wait  the  event. 

“  May  Lai  St  Thais ,  Li  max,  Lupa,  Suecuha ,  Qaa- 
“  drantaria ,  Obolaria ,  Euriole ,  Sthenic ,  Medufia ,  Erin - 
“  nyst  Meg&ra,  and  Tyfiphone — May  all  thefe,  and  all 
4‘  fiuch  ladies,  whether  lick  or  found,  high  or  low,  of 
“  blood  and  title,  or  ditch  and  dunghill  ;  natives* 
“  foreign,  or  infernal — May  this  glorious  group  of  Tor - 
“  rifimond's  angels,  thefe  gorgons,  furies,  harpies,  leaches, 
**  fyrens,  centaur-making  fyrens!  paid  or  unpaid,  keep- 
**  ing  or  kept,  on  fire  or  quenched  ;  genevaed  or  citron- 
**  ed.  In  clofet  or  cellar,  in  tavern,  bagnio,  brothel,. 
“  round-houfe,  bridewell,  or  newgate  —  Oh!  may  they 
“  ceafe  from  this  hour,  to  fing  or  dance,  fmile  or  frown, 
“  pleafe  or  plague,  pray  or  fwear,  our  Britilh,  unbritiftx 
“  youth,  manhood,  and  age ;  out  of  their  fenfes,  health, 
<*  eftates,  reputation,  human  nature,  and  hopes  of 
u  heaven  ! 

“  And,  thefe  enchantrelTes  laying  afide  their  fpell^, 
“  may  the  bewitched  of  Great  Britain  recover  their  prif- 
“  tine  form,  as  Circe  s  herd,  at  the  prayer  of  Ulyfies* 
“  At  the  touch  of  my  difinchanting  pen,  may  they  leap 
€t  out  of  their  hides  for  joy  ;  and  laying  hold  on  their 
u  long  deferted  definition  of  man,  reafion  and  two  legs 
walk  uprightly  for  the  future.” 

M  6 
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Rejoice  with  me,  my  friend  !  For  do  I  dream  r  or 
didft  thou  not  obferve  ?  Didft  thou  not  hear  l—hfonuit 
lte<vum.  As  the  dark  cloud  which  caufed  it  is  vanilhed, 
and  a  flood  of  light  rulhes  in  ;  fo  (hall  it  fare  with  them. 

.1  fee  their  dawning  reafon  ;  I  fee  the  break  of  their  moral 
day.  And  what  I  fee,  I  (hall  relate  j  and  what  I  relate* 
though  flrange,  let  no  man  difbelieve. 

The  Centaurs  that  can  read,  on  perufal  of  The  Dignity 
nf  Man,  are  flung,  as  the  Trojan  horfe,  when  Laocoon  s 
fpear  pierced  his  flde ;  and  groan  as  deeply  as  that, 

when 
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Mofl  of  them  are  much  affe&ed,  but  differently ;  being,  at 
Jaft  fully  Convinced  that  they  are  not  men.  One  burns  his 
Bolingbroke  another  an  indecent  fong  :  this  calls  in  his 
bills,  pleading  privilege'  riO  more  V  that  befpeaks  a  pew 
againft  the  next  quarter  :  a  third  blames  his  delay ; 
fwears  he  Will  pray  dire&ly  ;  falls  on  his  knees,  like  C<z- 
far  $  horfe,-— rifes  Again,  with  a  figh,  and  folemn  vow, 
that  he  will  be  mailer  of 'his  Fater  nojier  before  to-mor¬ 
row  :  a  fourth  fubfcribes  all  his  gains  by  falfe  dice  to- 
the  Foundling  Hofpital :  a  fifth  orders  two  little  boys  to 
fchool  immediately  ;  and  fends  ten  guineas  to  their  mo¬ 
thers  in  brideweli :  a  fixth,  in  a  flame  of  pious  zeal, 
damns  a  fenfelefs  ifcbrld'V  and  undertakes;  in  lefs  than 
a  week,  to  demonftrate  that  adultery  is  a  crime.  A 
feventh,  &c.  .  *  ‘  « 

But  I  muft  not  triumph  too  much.  I  have  not  had 
equal  fuccefs  with  the  female  Centaurs.  From,  a  natural 

confiancy  of  temper,  and  habitual  averflcn  to  change, 

they 
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tiiey  come  but  flowly  into  my  wifhes.  But  to  make 
amends,  when  they  come,  they  come  with  a  vengeance, 

and  overfhoot  the  mark.  Mr.  W - ly  (whofe  converts 

feme  of  them  are)  tells  them,  that  they  Hand  not  up¬ 
right,  unlefs  they  lean  a  little  backward  j  like  a  crofier, 
or*  like  themfelves,  when  they  coyly  refufe  a  falute  r 
thus,  though  converted,  they  find  not  the  flrait  line,  but 
Hand  Hill  a  little  bent— to  the.  wrong. 

Befides,  of  my  male  converts,  I  have  fomewhat  to 
complain  :  for  fome,  though  changed  at  heart,  yet  awed 
by  fafhion,  and  vain  of  being  ftill  fine  men,  areafhamed 
to  own  it;  and  appear  to  be  fools  to  fave  their  ciedit. 
Thefe  hypocrites  in  vice,  thefe  moral  fops,  ridiculoufly 
good,  may  be  called  little  men  in  Centaurs  (kins;  or 
coward  virtue  in  mafquerade. 

And  worfl  of  all,  of  fome  Centaurs  I  am  quite  in  defpaL . 
They  fly  my  pen,  and  will  not  be  touched  for  their  diftem- 
per.  But,  being  deep  flung  by  worfe  than  the  Tarantula, 
run  mad  for  mufic,  and  dance  themfelves  to  death  Others, 
with  Swift  (in  that  refpetf:  a  Centaur  himfelf)  look  on  the 
noble  quadrupede  as  fuperior  to  the  man.  Others,  on  the 
contrary,  approve,  and  heartily  wifti  a  reparation  to  hu¬ 
manity  :  but  are  carelefs,  and  indolent.  They  would, 
indeed,,  if  a  diemon  was  not  in  pofleflion,  they  would  be 
good.  ’  But  will  not  be  at  the  trouble  of  bringing  a  writ 
of  ejefiment,  though  Sophronius  profrers  to  draw  it  up  for 
them.  The  loweft  price  of  virtue  is  vigilance,  and  in- 
duftry  ;  and  if  it  cofts  us  no  more,  it  comes  very  cheap. 

As  for  thofe  that  are  truly  confcious  of  their  calamity, 
and  heartily  defirous  of  an  efcape,  mark  the  good  effeS 
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of  the  leaft  tendency  to  goodnefs;  the  mighty  change,  a 
refloration  of  the  human  figure  is,  actually,  begun.  But 
the  procefs  is  gradual;  nature  advances,  never  leaps. 
They  became  not  Centaurs  all  at  once. 

Nemo  ref  ente  fuit  turpijjhnus.  J  u  v . 

As  evil  habit-,  which  occafioned  their  transformation, 
were  gradually  contra&ed,  it  is  no  wonder,  that  their 
recovery  fhould  prove  equally  gradual,  and  flow.  One 
fheds  a  mane,  another  drops  a  tail ;  and  appears  only  as 
too  clofely  docked  :  fome  wonder  to  fee  (lender  fingers 
fprouting  through  hoofs  by  their  penitential  tears,  molli¬ 
fied  into  flefh :  fome,  like  dancing  dogs,  continue  upright 
fome  time  ?  but,  tired  of  that  unnatural  reftraint,  drop 
into  Centaurs  for  life.  So  dangerous  in  moral  diftempers, 
as  well  as  natural,  is  a  relapfe :  fome  quite  reftored,  yet 
Hill  retain  fo  much  of  their  former  nature,  that  they  are 
apt  to  trip,  if  a  firong  temptation,  like  a  Hone,  or 
cart  rut,  lies  acrofs  their  way  :  fome  can  fcarce  believe 
their  good  fortune,  and  fear  it  is  a  dream.  Others,  too 
fanguine,  cry  out,  brother !  to  the  firft  man  they  fee ; 
who  Harts  at  his  new  relation,  with  a  hide  Hill  flicking 
at  his  heels. 

What  a  loud  call  do  I  hear  among  them  for  things 
Hrange,  and  new  ?  For  dreffes  fuited  to  the  human  fhape 
for  pleafures  fuited  to  the  human  mind;  for  bibles, 
prayer-books,  debt-books ;  for  virtuous  eonforts,  faith¬ 
ful  friends,  and  fit  ohje&s  of  charity  ;  for  rational  im¬ 
provement  and  employments  :  no  longer  for  Newmarket 
trappings ;  but  for  human  ornaments.  This*  however* 
where  the  ReHoration  is  complete.  Poor  Sudbury  is  Hill 
aukwardly  hopping  on  three  legs ;  while  others  Hand 
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firmly  planted  on  half  four:  one  of  whom,  more  learned 
than  the  reft,  cries  out :  ; 

lihkov  tifjuov  wavtU'  Hes. 

The  reft  naturally  take  it  for  a  pious  thankfgiving,  and 
give  a  loud  Amen. 

They  that  are  quite  recovered,  arrayed  in  decent, 
plain  apparel,  not  dappled  as  the  morning,  with  em¬ 
broidery,  or  with  lace  all  over  lifted  like  the  beautiful 
Indian  afs,  call  a  council;  and  their  firft  manly  refolution 
is  to  proclaim  peace  with  the  Lapith<e ,  or  men  of  virtue  ; 
with  whom,  from  time  immemorial  the  Centaurs  have  been 
at  war.  Chiron  bent  his  bow  againft  them  :  but  of  war 
various  has  been  the  fortune  between  them  ;  till  within 
this  laft  half  century,  the  Centaurs  increafing  both  in 
numbers  and  boldnefs,  wearing  frontlets  of  brafson  their 
foreheads,  and  Horace's  JEs  triplex  on  their  bread's ;  and 
having  of  late  a  mighty  giant  at  their  head,  whofe  quills, 
more  fatal  than  the  porcupine’s,  threatened  a  thoufand 
deaths  at  once,  they  began  to  dream  of  nothing  lefs 
than  viftory  complete.  But  the  prefent  reinforcement  of 
their  enemies  will  turn  the  feale  againft  them.  1  fay 
reinforcement;  for  the  next  ftep  my  converts  take,  is  to 
lift  into  the  Lapithaan  fervice,  determined  to  meet  their 
late  friends  in  no  friendly  fort,  under  a  banner  with  this 
motto, 

Quid  <verum,  atque  decent ,  euro  &  rogo}  iff  omnis  in  hoefum ► 

Which  promifes  vi&ory  :  for  they  are  very  formidable 
foes,  who  have  had  the  fortitude  firft;  to  conquer  them- 
felves. 

At 
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At  the  news  of  their  revolt  offended  Torrifmond,  burn¬ 
ing  for  revenge,  cries,  Ha,  ha,  fnufts  the  battle  from 
afar, 

ColleSlumque  premens  ‘volvit  fub  naribus  ignem .  V I  r  . 

The  glory  of  his  noftrils  is  terrible.  And  Rill  more 
abundantly  his  heroic  choler  rifes  on  hearing  that  their 
fjrft  deitined  enterprize  is  again  ft-  Bolingbroke- callle  ; 
That  delight  of  his  eyes,  and  defiance  of  his  foes :  For 
he  deems  it  impregnable  ;  becaufe  it  is  moated  round 
with  jbcheron )  and  its  afpiring,  proud  battlements  thi  eaten 
heaven. 

This  cattle  was  built  out  of  the  various  ruins  of  many 
demolifhed  forts  of  infidelity,  pompoufly  put  together, 
faced  over  with  a  material  more  fhining  than  folid  ;  and 
cemented  with  untempered  mortar.  Sopbrenius  *  heads 
the  laudable  enterprize.  The  cattle  is  taken  as  was  an- 
tient  Babylon .  He  firft  turns  the  general  ftream  of  the 
nation,  by  the  force  of  firong  and  folid  eloquence,  into 
a  new  chanel,  as  Cyrus  did  the  river  Euphrates  ;  then 
entering  the  cattle,  and  finding  the  garifon  turning  things 
facred  to  prophane  ufe,  and  drowned  in  debauch ;  ob¬ 
tains  a  fudden  and  complete  vidlory  ;  but  is  a  moft  mer¬ 
ciful  conqueror  :  For,  inftead  of  putting  any  to  death, 
he  only  puts  the  moft  fenfible  of  them  out  of  counte¬ 
nance  :  And  to  their  own  darling  delights,  and  boafted 
glories,  inftead  of  the  gallies,  condemns  them  for  life. 
Obliging  them,  however,  in  acknowlegement  of  his 
clemency,  to  wear  yellow  cockades  imprelled  with  thefe 

*  An  excellent  writer  in  this  controversy,  now  in  the  prefs. 

words,. 
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words,  “  Be  thou  a  Centaur  Jiill !  ”  The  bad  man's  choice 
includes  his  punilhment. 

The  fame  Sofhronius,  adorned  with  his  well-deferved 
mural  crown,  refeues  the  chara&er  of  a  late  pious,  and 
learned  prelate,  which  the  Centaurs  boaited  Achilles , 
(who. 

Jura  negat  fihi  nata ,  nihil  non  arrogat. )  Hor> 

>  *  - 

had  dragged,  like  Hefiors  body,  round  the  town  in  the 
dirt :  For  the  glory  of  Britain ,  and  for  the  light,  and 
emulation  of  pofterity,  J  fee  it  inferibed  on  a  column* 
of  adamant  ;  with  a  Bolingbroke  couchant  emboffed  on 
the  bafe  ;  who  now  contributes  to  fupport  (as  much  as 
fuch  a  feeble  Atlas  can)  that  celeftial  chara&er,  which 
he  lately  laboured  to  dellroy  ;  proud  of  his  uncircum- 
cifed  reafon  ;  which  reafon,  notwithftanding,  had  evi¬ 
dently  loll  its  authority  with  himfelf :  For  when  that  is 
preferved,  fenfe  fubmits  to  reafon ;  and  w'hen  fenfe  fub- 
mits  to  reafon,  reafon  fubmits  to  the  revealed  word  of 
God.  And  (fince  fome  are  in  love  with  words)  I  mult 
obferve,  that  reafon  Hooped  to  revelation,  is  reafon  Hill'; 
only  reafon  more  reafonable  -,  and  its  great  hazard  of 
error  is  all  that  it  has  loft. 

And  now,  my  friend  !  what  (hall  I  fay  on  this  happy 
revolution  ?  Shall  I  not  out-boaft  Augujius  ?  He  faid  of. 
Borne,  Latericeam  invent,  marmoream  reliqui.  of  hon~ 
don,  Invent  e  quin  am,  reliqui  humanam . 

Nothing  remains  but  to  cleanfe  the  now-defertedyfa- 
hies,  and.  to  render  them.ftt  for  human  ufe  ;  and  to  per- 

fuads 
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fuade  the  ftie-grooms,  who  kept  them,  into  fome  more 
decent,  and  lefs  diabolical,  courfe  of  life ;  efpecially 
my  patronefs ;  who  for  the  honour  (as  Ihe  calls  it)  of 
my  Dedication,  has  promifed  to  give  into  my  fuperftition ; 
and  to  play  fair,  at  lead:  on  Sundays ,  and  learn  her  Cate- 
chifm,  when  the  mafqueradesy  for  the  feafon,  are  over : 
Which,  out  of  an  unfurmountable  regard  for  their  fird, 
and  mod:  amorous,  and  moil  mufical,  fon,  Chiron ,  fhe 
confedes  ingenuoufly,  lhe  cannot  forbear.  For  ladies 
love  a  Centaur  dill. 
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IT  is  high  time,  my  friend  !  to  quit  this  fairy.land, 
of  which,  I  know,  you  are  heartily  tired ;  and  to 
perform  my  promife  in  refuming  The  Dignity  of  Man ;  a 
theme  which  my  heart  affetts  j  and  which  your  condudt, 
in  fome  meafure,  infpires.  And  who  can  think  of  it, 
unimproved  ?  He  who  thinks  of  his  Dignity,  neceflarily 
thinks  of  his  God :  And  he  who  values  his  Dignity,  as 
neceffarily,  worlhips,  and  obeys  Him.  In  a  due  fenfe 
therefore,  of  human  Dignity,  our  endangered  virtue 

finds  her  mod:  powerful  guard. 

\ 

Think  you  that  I  have  carried  the  Dignity  of  Man 
too  high  ?  Spare  the  facred  page.  “  There,  one  of 
“  Adam  s  feed  converfes  face  to  face  with  his  Creator.. 
”  Another  is  called  his  friend.  He  who  made  the 
M  worlds  delights  to  be  called  the  fon  of  a  third.  He 
**  who  made  the  worlds  even  died  for  the  meaned  of 
"  men.  The  meaned  of  men  has  it  within  his  power 
“  to  be  an  heir  of  the  mod  mighty  God,  and  a  joint- 

“  heir 
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«  heir  with  the  moft  bleffed  Jefus.”  Abfolves  not  this 
the  boldeft  ftroke  of  my  pen  ?  What  can  raife  our  felf- 
eftimation  fo  high,  what  can  aggrandize  human  nature 
fo  much,  as  this  ? 

In  heaven’s  great,  and  conftant  effort  for  our  welfare, 
is  capitally  written  the  Dignity  of  Man.  That  is  a  key 
to  the  moral  world,  and  opens,  and  explains  the  reafon 
of  all  God’s,  otherwife  myfterious,  condud  in  it.  Every 
ftep  of  which  is  evidently  calculated  for  man’s  prefent, 
or  future,  felicity  ;  or  both.  The  long-fhining  feries, 
the  golden  chain  of  all  God’s  marvellous  ads,  from  the 
beginning  to  the  clofe  of  time,  fpeaks  his  uninterrupted 
regard  for  human  nature  ;  and  what  can  more  loudly 
proclaim  human  Dignity  than  this  ?  O  let  it  not  be  hud, 
that  Man’s  Dignity  is  declared  by  all  things,  but  the 
manners  of  man ! 

As  diftant  as  they  may  be  thought  by  the  thoughtlefs, 
heaven  and  earth  are  fo  near  together,  fo  fhot  (as  it  were) 
into  one  another,  that  good  men  are  truly  foreigners  on  earth’, 
ha<ve  their  converfation  in  heaven  ;  are  fellow-citizens  avitb 
the  faints ,  and  of  the  houfhold  of  God.  To  fpeak  allu- 
fively  to  the  patriarchal  vifion,  good  men  are  angels ; 

as  yet,  at  the  bottom  of  the  ladder  j  and  fome 
angels  are  only  men  made  perfed,  at  the  top  of  it.  As 
a  man  from  an  embryo,  fo  differs  an  angel  from  a  man  , 
v/hat  one  is,  the  other  foon  (hall  be.  Since  this  is  the 
cafe  (and  a  moft  glorious  cafe  it  is),  and  fince  by  fuch 
multitudes  it  is  either  not  confidered,  or  not  known  ; 

0  fortunati  nimiurn,  bona  ft  fua  norunt  !  Vi  rg. 


would 
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would  be  no  needlefs  memorandum,  or  improper  motto, 
for  all  mankind. 

But  you  ftill  have  your  obje&ion  on  the  whole--' 

“  Will  not  raifing  fa  high,  and  dwelling  fo  long  on  the 
“  Dignity  of  Man,  occafion  pride  No  ;  on  the  re- 
verfe,  a  due  fenle  of  it  will  necefitate  humility.  Pride 
fprings  from  a  conceit,  which  an  individual  has  of  his 
fuperiority  over  fome  others  of  the  fame  fpecies.  The 
Dignity  I  fpeak  of  is  equally  the  Dignity  of  all  men  ; 
and  what  levels,  cannot  exalt.  It  will  necejfitate  humi¬ 
lity  ;  becaufe  without  that ,  it  cannot  preferve  itfelf ; 
our  native  Dignity  will  die  in  the  refult.  As  for  that 
Dignity  which  occafons  your  obje&ion,  we  have,  I  con- 
fefs,  too  much  of  it.  We  have  in  abundance  what  may 
be  called  lunar  great  men.  Men  in  themfelves  opaque, 
who  borrow  beams,  from  their  circumitances,  or  fitu- 
ation ;  which  beams  they  Ihew,  like  the  moon,  by  night : 
I  mean,  when  ignorance  prevails ;  then  the  darkened 
underftandings  of  their  admirers  give  them  leave  to 
fhine. 

Thefe  lunar  grandees  have  generally  many  little  fur¬ 
rounding  fatellites,  that  help,  by  their  adulations,  to 
gild  their  opacity.  But  of  fuch  great  men,  who  are 
forced  to  ajtfume  (as  men  muft  plunder,  who  would  be 
gainers  where  nothing  is  due),  it  mud  be  laid,  that  the 
greateft  of  them  would  be  greater  dill,  if  they  would 
only  pleafe  to  be  a  little  lefs. 

They  only  have  folar,  or  felf-born,  light,  who  live 
up  to  the  Dignity  of  their  nature.  Their  light  is  not 
only  their  own,  and  iliuftrious ;  but  inextinguifhable, 

and. 
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and  eternal.  Thefe,  as  they  are  the  greateft,  are  alfo 
the  moft  humble,  of  mankind.  For  they  well  know, 
that  our  grandeur  is  to  be  looked  for  in  the  love  of 
God,  not  in  the  merit  of  man.  And  therefore  theyfet 
it  down  as  a  maxim  (and  a  maxim  moft  true,  and  ufeful 
it  is),  “  no  man  ever  thought  too  highly  of  his  nature, 
**  or  too  meanly  of  himfelf.” 

Here  would  I  ceafe.  But  how  hard  to  get  loo fe  from 
this  ever-teeming,  all-important,  and  inexhauftible, 
theme  ?  It  fills  with  ferene  joy  the  fuperior  region  of  the 
foul  J  and  denies  entrance  to  the  clouds  and  ftorms  of 
worldly  perturbation,  and  care.  Such  the  height  of  its 
joy,  that  mufic,  and  wine,  leave  the  raifed  hearts  of 
our  Tons  of  delight  far,  far,  below.  And  yet  how 
is  this  glorious  fubjedt  in  moft  minds,  by  the  love  of  the 
world,  clofe-comprefled,  and  folded  up,  as  an  oak  in 
an  acorn,  or  a  man  in  the  womb  ?  To  develope,  and 
expand  it,  how  great  my  defire  ?  In  which  of  its  thou- 
iand  Ihining  lights  fhall  I  fet  it,  for  our  final  contem¬ 
plation  of  its  mighty  moment  to  man  ? 

Man  is  the  moft  noble  ftudy  of  man.  Let  him  circle 
the  globe,  let  him  traverfe  the  Ikies  ;  and  then,  for 
fomething  more  worthy  his  notice,  and  admiration,  re¬ 
turn  to  himfelf.  To  himfelf  he  is  a  theatre  immenfe  : 
And  was  reputed  fuch,  when  that  theatre  had  much  lefs 
to  exhibit,  than,  at  prefent,  it  can  boaft  ;  and  when  it 
was  but  faintly  illuminated  with  the  glimmering  beams 
of  far  more  feeble  lights.  The  fo  renowned  Know  thy - 
Jelf 1  was  nothing  but  a  precept  enjoining  a  clofe  infpec- 
tion  and  furvey  of  this  theatre  ;  yet  that  precept.,  as  to 
its  Author,  vyas  held  divine  ;  and  as  to  it$  practice;  the 
-rn  fupreme 
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fupreme  wiCdom  of  man.  That  precept  is  now  exalted 
into  an  aweful  command  from  heaven  ;  and  that  theatre 
is  confecrated  into  a  venerable  temple ;  a  temple  of  the 
Holy  Spirit. 

As  in  fome  pieces  of  perfpeaive,  by  the  prefiure  of 
the  eye,  fo  in  this  temple,  by  the  preffure,  or  perfever- 
ance  of  thought,  the  magnificent  profpeft  is  opened, 
and  aggrandized,  Hill  more  and  more ;  and  opening  dif- 
covers  the  full  Dignity  of  Man.  In  what  does  that  con- 
fift  ?  In  the  marvellous  things  the  Almighty  has  done, 
and  defigned,  for  him.  And  if  fo,  this  furvey  gives  at 
once  the  greateft  virtue,  and  the  greateft  blejjwg ,  of  life. 
For  who  can  fee  thofe  marvellous  things  without  an  ar* 
dent  love  of  God ,  which  is  the  fupreme  virtue  of  man  ? 
And  who  can  reflea  on  fuch  indulgence  paft,  without  an 
abfolute  truft  in  fuch  a  friend  for  the  future  ;  which  of 
man  is  the  Supreme  Blefling  ? 

But  this  bleffing,  and  this  virtue,  this  glory,  and 
fort  of  life,  is  loft  to  thofe  to  whom  this  temple  is 
And  it  is  {hut  to  the  carelefs  and  ignorant ;  to  the  floth- 
ful,  and  unawakened,  in  the  moft  illuftrious  theory  of  the 
Chriftian  religion.  If  therefore  fuch  men,  in  what  has 
been  advanced,  fhall  find  any  thing  like  a  key  to  this 
yet  unopened  temple  ;  and  fhall  enter  its  facred,  and 
furprifing  recedes,  and  read  the  wonders  of  Divine  Love 
in  it ;  that  is,  in  themfelves,  in  their  own  condition,  and 
profpeas  ;  if  they  fhall  fee,  and  contemplate,  the  three 
Perfons  of  the  Godhead,  before  creation,  affuming,  and 
through  time’s  whole  length,  exercifing,  their  feparate 
parts,  and  provinces  of  Philanthropy ;  and  fhall  behold 

an  innumerable  flight  of  angels  for  ever  on  the  wing  to 

receive 


1 

com- 

fhut. 
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receive  their  commands,  and  fpeed  away,  on  various 
difpatches,  for  the  temporal,  and  eternal,  welfare  of 
man — How  (hould  I  rejoice  ?  For  fuch  a  key  would  be 
next  in  value  to  the  key  of  heaven.  It  opens  the  porch, 
the  preliminary  feene  to  it.  Therefore  have  I  kept  it 
on  the  anvil  fo  long ;  and  yet  how  unfinifhed  at  lad  ? 
May  fome  mafter-hand  accomplilh,  and  multitudes  open 
the  yet  abfolutely  unknown  feene  of  their  own  nature, 
and  blefled  deftination,  with  it. 

And  now,  my  friend,  tell  me,  how  mull  his  love  of 
glory  fail ;  how  mud  his  ambition  creep,  who,  after  the 
rtrong  infpiration  of  fuch  a  view  as  this,  miferably  con¬ 
fines  it  beneath  the  fun  \  Confider  this  view,  and  fee 
how  high  human  nature  may  foar ;  then  look  down  on 
the  Centaur,  and  fee  (if  thou  cand  bear  the  fight)  how 
low  the  fons  of  heaven  may  fall  ?  Shall  a  being  whofe 
intereds  fpread  fo  wide  as  to  take  in  both  ends  of  the 
creation  ;  (hall  a  being  deeply  concerned  in  what  was 
done  in  the  days  of  Adam ,  and  more  deeply  Hill,  in  what 
fhall  be  done  in  the  great  day  of  confummation  ;  fhall 
fuch  an  expanljve,  and  far-interefled,  being,  with  the 
moft  fordid,  and  defpicablc,  felf-denial,  and  the  moll 
inconceivably  criminal  Poverty  of  Spirit,  imprifon  his 
ftifled  thought,  and  nail  down  his  little  heart  to  the  nar¬ 
row  fpan  of  this  prefent  life  ?  God  forbid.  If  there  is 
the  lead  fenfe  of  Dignity,  or  fear  of  fhame  ;  the  lead 
fpark  of  man,  alive,  let  us  confider  that  we  are  not  only 
the  favourites,  but  the  fons  too,  of  heaven,  and  obey 
in  this  our  voyage  of  human  life,  as  JEneas  in  his  from 
Troy,  the  Delian  oracle, 

Anti^uam  exquirite  matrem. 
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But  our  overwhelming  fhame,  and  almoft  incurable 
mifery,  is,  that  we  are  fo  carnalized  by  our  lulls,  that 
our  heavenly  *  mother,  in  our  elleem,  has  no  blefiing 
for  us  ;  that  a  fpiritual  Faradife,  is  no  Paradife  ;  thak 
it  is  a  Paradife  we  wilh  loft  ;  one  from  which  we  deure 
to  fall ;  and  to  wallow,  Epicuri  de  grege  porci ,  in  our 
beloved  mire.  And  yet  what  is  this  fpot  of  earth  which 
fo  fwallows  us  up,  and  in  its  gulph  of  obfcenities  ex- 
tinguilhes  our  love  of  heaven  ?  Its  enchantment  is  very 
fhort.  A  few  days,  a  few  hours,  may  make  us  as  wife 
m  Solomon.  For  reft  allured,  earth’s  ranked .  idolater, 
who  now,  perhaps,  in  our  flourilhing  fchool  of  infidelity., 
thinks  a  wifer  than  Solomon  is  here,  will,  at  the  clofe 
of  life,  in  his  aching  heart,  alk  Solomons  pardon  for  not 
believing  him  before. 

I  believe  that  wife,  and  experienced  prince,  whofe 
wifdom  and  experience  was  defigned  to  fpare  future  ages 
their  own  fatal  experience  in  folly ;  and,  clofing  with 
his  lajl  fentiment,  the  fum  of  his  Divine  Philofophy, 
affirm,  that  many  a  philofopher,  may  juftly  be  reputed 
a  fool;  that  as  there  is  but  one  God,  one  Trial,  one 
great  Tribunal,  one  Salvation  ;  fo  there  is  but  one  Wif¬ 
dom  ;  that  all,  which  devoid  of  that,  affumes  the  name, 
is  but  folly  of  different  colours,  and  degrees;  gay,  grave, 
wealthy,  lettered,  domeftic,  political,  civil,  military,  re. 
clufe,  oftentatious,  humble,  or  triumphant ;  and  is  fo 
called  in  the  language  of  angels,  in  the  lole-authentic, 
and  unalterable  ftyle  of  eternity . 

That  awful  word  infpires  j  and  awakens  ideas  that 
flept  before ;  it  points  to  heaven;  and  Ihews  me  where 
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I  fail. — Though  dudious  to  do  it  judice,  I  have  wronged 
my  theme.  And  wronged  it  much.  Somewhat  more 
is  wanting  to  confummate,  and  crown,  the  Dignity  of 
Man.  What  have  I  advanced  ?  “  That  man  is  near  to 
“  the  blefied  angels  ?”  Is  he  not  more  ? — Yes,  moil 
adorable  Jefus !  man  is  more  ;  much  more.  O  whithfer 
dolt  Thou  call  me  ?  Whither  dod  Thou  tranfport  ado- 
nifhed  human  thought  ?  I  fcarce  dare  look  up  to  the 
fummii  of  fuch  dupendous  love.  Leave  X  not  cherubim 
and  feraphim  below  ?  Ye  firft-born  of  light !  ye  thrones ! 
dominions  !  principalities  f  and  powers !  What  do  I  be¬ 
hold  ?  How  awed,  and  how  raptured  ;  with  what  pro¬ 
bation  of  heart,  what  elevation  of  joy,  from  this  remote 
region,  this  lowed  vale  of  the  creation,  this  land  of 
darknefs,  and  fhadow  of  death,  look  I  up  through  in¬ 
cumbent  clouds  of  mifery  and  fin,  and  behold— a  Man 
in  heaven  !  In  the  highed  heaven  !  In  union  with  the 
Mod  High  !  In  union  with  your  mod  adored,  and  eter- 
n^l  hdng  !  And  fo  throned  in  authority,  to  you  fo  fupe- 
rior  in  power,  as  to  make  ceafelefs  intercedion  for  the 
red  of  mankind  ;  not  for  thofe  vvhofe  fall  left  feats  empty 
in  heaven  :  Oh  aid  me  with  your  language,  with  words 
more  than  human  to  praife  Him  !  that  Advocate  un¬ 
wearied  for  his  relations  (proud  language!)  for  his 
earth-born  relations,  and  friends,  below. 

Is  not  this  almoft  too  much  for  human  modedy  to 
mention  ?  For  human  frailty  to  credit  ?  For  human  cor¬ 
ruption  to  aumit  r  But  is  it  not  alfo  far  too  much  for 
human  gratitude  to  leave  unproclaimed,  unrefounded, 
unadored  ?  1  go  to  my  Father,  and  your  Father ,  to  my 
God,  and  your •  God .  What  heart-fubduing,  thought- 
overwhelming,  man-exalting,  words  are  thefe  ?  What 
Vol.IV.  N  M 
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an  amazing,  I  had  almofl  faid  levelling,  condcfcenfiotl 
au  _  °  .  ...  _ —  T  h*c\  almoft  faid 


an  amazing,  j.  nau  ,  ,  n  r  «j 

of  the  Deity  !  What  an  amazing,  I  had  almoil  faid 

what  a  deifying,  fublimation  of  man  ? 


O  bleffed  revelation !  that  opens  fuch  wonders.  O 
feadfnl  revelation  !  if  it  opens  them  in  vain. _  An 
there  thofe  with  whom  they  go  for  nought  ?  Strange 

men '  7f  S«:fof  Si;  £  four6  s 

art  *-  -«* 

and  know  they  not  that  it  is  in  their  hands?  Or  know- 
•"  “ft  it  away  as  of  no  value  ?  A  bleffing,  the  very 
ftfdow  of  which  made  the  body  of  the  Patriarchal,  and 
£  v  •  l  A  hle^in0-  after  which  the  whole  earth 

jri  i?r  Lt,  sssw >»»*•  >  * 

Ui  d  td  f  ng  the'  glad  tidings  into  their  tranfported 

mercies  of  God. 


Who  then 

Man?  hoi '”f  (te'world,  a  fondnefs  for  which  occafions 

a  contempt  of  the  wo^  ?  In(jeea  a  due  fenfe  of  it,  evt 

*“  twIiKludes  the  whole  of  our  duty.  It  mfpires  high 
dently,  includes  uic  God  who  gave  it ; 

veneration,  and  great  gia  1  “  ’  which  is  of  utmoft 

it  infpires  a  reverence  fo  *  w  inf pires  a 

moment  to  o«r  charjft «r  »<  ^  >  fharets  in  it : 

proper  regard  for  all  man ~  h  which 
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Which  regard  would  prevent  infinite  mifchief;  and 
banifli  half  the  miferies  of  life. 

This,  its  univerfal  ufe,  its  nature  fo  pregnant  of  good 
effetts,  determined  me  to  the  choice  of  this  too  much 
negle&ed  fubjeft.  And  perhaps,  I  have  now  fet  it  in 
the  ftrongeft  light.  But  if  not ;  its  importance  is  fuch 
that  it  fhould  be  fet  in  all  lights,  and  from  every  point 
that  imagination  can  fugged ,  and  reafon  authorize, 
hrike,  if  poffible,  the  degenerate,  deeply-funk,  and  ever- 
groveling,  human  heart.  He  that  looks  not  on  man  in 
the  light  above,  or  fome  light  fimilar,  and  equivalent, 
knows  not  himfelf ;  is  a  perfect  liranger  at  home  ;  his 
heart  wanders  an  exile  from  his  deftined  felicity  ;  he  de- 
pirves  himfelf  of  the  powerful  impulfe  which  he  fo  much 
wants,  and  which  nature  denies,  and  which  revelation 
defigned  him,  for  his  more  vigorous  advance  in  virtue 
here  :  and  his  more  fublime  afeent  in  glory  hereafter  : 
Which  two  are  the  whole  of  his  happinefs ;  all  the 
red  is  extrinfic,  precarious,  tranfient,  and,  inevitably, 
mortal. 

And  who  will  dare  fay,  that  he  who  declines,  or  falls 
from  the  noble,  and  elevating  objedl  of  contemplation 
above-mentioned,  and  the  glorious  hopes  it  infpires, 
into  the  barren  field  of  amufement,  and  trifle ;  or  into 
the  beflial  abyfs  of  a  few  years  debauch,  for  his  portion ; 
who  will  dare  affirm,  that  fuch  a  wretch  differs  not  as 
much  in  reafon,  and  happinefs,  from  the  true  Chridian, 
as  a  quadruped  diders,  in  form,  from  a  man  ?  It  is  not 
form,  but  manners,  which  make  humanity.  The  mould 
in  which  we  are  cad,  only  fays  what  we  Jhould  be  ;  no¬ 
thing  but  our  conduit  tells  us  what  w  are.  What 

N  2  wretches 
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'wretches  are  they  who  contradia  their  figure ;  and  ac- 
cufe  nature  of  having  fet  a  wrong  ftamp  on  their  lying 
chv  >  The  moll  defpicable,  and  deplorable  being  under 
heaven  is  a  Pagan  in  a  Chriflian  land.  He  is  like  a 
rank  growth  of  poifon  in  Paradife.  He  confines  that 
thought  which  (hould  fet  out  at  the  creation,  and  travel 
down  with  wonder  and  adoration,  at  every  ftep,  through 
the  countlefs  mercies  and  miracles  of  God  for  man,  into 
nature’s  final  diffolution  ;  and  thence  launch  lor  a  never- 
ending  voyage  in  a  bleffed  Eternity, -to  the  nothing  of 
threefcore  years  ;  and  the  wretched  means  of  annihi¬ 
lating  that  nothing,  of  contrafting  that  fpan  j  luft  ex- 
haufts,  luxury  overwhelms,  and,  by  heaping  on  ue  , 

quite  puts  out  the  fire. 

Where  is  that  Dignity  which  reafon  exa&s,  ana  w hich 
revelation  exalts,  in  man  1  In  what  I  have  faid  on  l**a‘ 
fubjea,  I  have,  I  think  done  more  to  our  purpofe,  t,  a 
he  who  meafures  the  heavens,  and  numbers  the  ftais.  I 
have  taken  (as  I  conceive)  the  true  meafure  of  Mam 
That  extenfive  meafure  rifing  above  the  faes,  w  ic 
the  Centaur  dwarfs  down  to  the  fcanty  fpan  of  the 
brute  creation,  to  the  befiia  triumphant,  5  and  making  ; 
f  might  I  fo  fpeak)  a  dunghill  of  our  condition,  with  the 
colt  the  fable,  for  a  grain  of  fenfuality,  purns  the 
jewel  away  ;  the  powers  angelic,  the  radiant  beams 
the  divinity,  in  the  real  Man. 

But  while  I  contemplate  his  grandeur  (fo  mixt  our  na- 
tare,  fo  great,  and  little,  is  Man),  I  feel  his  weasnefs : 
In  mind,  and  body,  1  feel  his  infirmities— Pam,  this 
inftant,  flops  my  pen-Stops  it  (hort  of  what  I  had  p.o- 
poi'ed  to  fay.— It  bids  me  take,  while  I  may,  my  leave 
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of  him  I  love. — I  take  a  folemn,  becaufe,  perhaps,  a 
final,  leave.  It  is,  at  leaft,  polhble,  we  may  meet  no 
more.  No  more  in  this  foreign  land  ;  in  this  gloomy 
apartment  of  the  boundlefs  univerfe  of  God. 

O  Thou  !  the  laft,  and  flrongefl  hold  that  earth  has 
cn  me  !  my  friend  in  Jefus  Chrill  !  my  rival  in  immortal 
hope  !  and  my  companion  (T  trull)  for  eternity  !  come 
to  my  bofom  :  Though  fo  far  remote,  I  take  thee  tp  my 
heart.  Souls  fuffer  no  feparation  from  obflructifcn  of 
matter,  or  dillance  of  place  ;  oceans  may  roli  between 
us,  and  climat.es  interpofe,  in  vain.  The  whole  mate¬ 
rial  creation  is  no  bar  to  the  winged  mind.  Farcwel. — 
Through  boundlefs  ages,  fare  thou  well.  The  Dignity 
of  Man,  and  blehing  of  heaven,  be  with  thee  !  The 
broad  hand  of  the  Almighty  cover  thee  :  Mayft  thou 
fhine,  when  the  fun  is  quenched  !  Mayfc  thou  live,  and 
triumph,  when  time  expires ! 

This  cordial  duty  done,  this  human  debt  difcharged, 
my  mind  is  eafed,  my  fpirits  revive ;  my  pain  is  lefs. 
And  when  this  endlefs  letter  is  ended,  I  fhall  drop  thee 
for  the  prefent ;  and  this  idle  pen,  and  an  idler  world 
(that  other  feather  in  the  fcale  of  eternity  )for  ever.  He 
that  drops  the  world,  before  that  drops  him,  he  only 
knows  its  real  value;  and  the  value  of  his  own  foul. 
And  whatever  the  gaiety  of  the  w'orld  pretends  to,  he 
only  can  have  a  folid,  permanent,  and  uninterrupted 
joy  of  heart,  who  builds  it  on  the  rock  ;  on  hope  of  the 
Divine  Mercy.  Give  a  man  the  world,  and  give  him  no 
more  ;  and  his  happinefs  is  at  an  end  :  The  human  heart 
will  neceflarily  feel  a  futurity,  through  all  the  fuper- 
a  bun  dance  earth  can  heap  on  it :  Nothing  can  polhbly 
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give  it  a  peace  independent  of  an  hereafter  :  x  hat  point 
of  view  in  his  creation,  that  purchafe  of  blood  in  his 
redemption,  and  yet  in  human  conduct,  tnat  e\er  neg¬ 
lected  All  of  man. 

Aik  the  laft  bill  of  mortality  ;  aik  pleafure’s  or  ambi¬ 
tion’s  triumph  moil  triumphant,  what  is  human  life  ? 
Knowlege  of  the  world  recommends  recefs  ;  knowlege 
of  life  reconciles  to  the  grave.  Few  fufficiently  consider 
how  great  mercy  is  implied  in  the  grant  of  death.  With 
a  heart  quite  difengaged,  its  cable  cut,  imploring  a 
fmooth  paftage,  and  gentle  gale,  bound  for  that  port 
whence  none  returns,  I  wait  the  mighty  Master's  call. 
That  call  irrefutable,  which  every  moment  ihouid  ex¬ 
pert  ;  which  evefy  fool  forgets  ;  every  knave  dreads  ; 
every  wife  man  welcomes ;  and  every  monarch  obeys. 

And  yet,  my  friend,  fome  of  our  few  coaevals  clofe 
not  altogether  with  this  way  of  thinking;  but  lather 
feem  to  "judge,  that  fome  little  degree  of  precipitation 
may  be  laid  to  its  charge.  As  the  dial  knows  not  the 
hour  it  points  out ;  fo  they,  by  their  infirmities  and  de¬ 
cays,  difcover  their  time  of  day  to  ail,  but  them- 
felves.  Their  defires  grow  ftronger  as  enjoyments  grow 
more  coy.  It  is  fomewhat  to  be  feared,  that  their  hearts 
gravitate,  alrnoft  as  much  as  their  fcarce-animated  clay  ; 
and  take  but  few,  and  feeble  flights  above  the  level  of 
the  world  ;  though  very  excellent  things  are  fpoken  ct 
thee,  Thou  welcome  Haven  of  Eternal  Reft  !  Thou  de¬ 
lightful  Region  of  inextinguiftiable  Love  !  1  hou  great 
Goal  of  Perfe&ion  !  Thou  bright  Meridian  of  Glory  ! 
Thou  boundlefs  Ocean  of  unrepenting  Pleafure!  I  hou 
City  of  Ged  1 
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And  is  man  invited  to  this  fullnefs  of  fruition  ?  And 
is  man  importuned  to  partake  the  glories  of  the  Almighty  ? 
— He  that  weighs  not  well  this  tranfcendent  height  of 
Love  Divine,  is  far  from  being  able  to  comprehend  the 
terrible  depth  of  human  guilt.  And  what  guilt  fo  deep 
as  that  of  a  baptized  infidel  ?  A  rank  heathen  rifing  out 
of  the  facred  font,  is  reafon  s  greateft  fhock,  the  deep  eft 
wound  of  rectitude,  the  blacked  brand  of  earth,  the 
figh  of  angels,  a  fecond  l'pear  in  the  fide  ©f  the  mo  ft 
BleiTed  Jefus,  and  the  fupreme  triumph  of  the  foe  to 
God,  and  Man. 

Moft  gracious  God  !  in  happinefs  and  dignity ,  how 
widely  diftant  is  man  from  man  ?  In  both,  what  an  im- 
menfe  fuperiority  has  the  pious  believer  ?  Scarce  feems 
of  the  fitme  fpecies  the  believing,  and  apoftate,  world. 
To  the  firft ,  how  juftly  may  we  cry  out,  O  ye  happy 
Tons  of  the  fallen  Adajn  !  where  is  the  damage  you  re¬ 
ceived  from  your  father’s  fall  ?  Where  are  the  once  la¬ 
menting  miferies  of  life  ;  where  are  the  once  unfur- 
mountable  terrors  of  death,  fled  ?  I  difeern  the  Dignity 
of  man,  when  his  carcafe  is  in  the  duft.  I  congratulate 
his  happinefs  while  the  worm  is  feafting  on  him.  Re¬ 
joice,  O  ye  dead  !  exult  and  fing,  ye  dark  inhabitants 
of  the  grave  !  For  do  I  not  behold,  even  in  the  grave, 
the  comfort  of  heaven  ;  when,  with  an  eye  of  Chriftian 
faith,  in  heaven  I  behold  a  Man  ?  The  Man  Chrift  Je¬ 
fus  ?  And  with  tranfport,  and  adoration  let  me  refound 
the  lofty  language  of  the  prophet, — A  ?nan  the  fellow 
of  the  Almighty  *. 

%  Zachar.  c.  xiii.  7. 
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The  CONCLUSION. 

AN  D  now,  my  friend  !  let  us  connder  how  deploi- 
ably  wretched  is  that  man  amopgft  us,  who  is 
deaf  to  fuch  a  voice,  and  blind  to  fuel  a  fight  ?  And 
how  criminally  wretched  is  he,  if  he  voluntarily  declines 
them?  If  he  voluntarily  recals  the  fufpended  curfe  ; 
obftinately  prefents  difarmed  death  with  his  mortal  ilmg 
again ;  and  pours  out,  in  his  diftraftion,  all  the  phials 
of  its  original  bitternefs  on  the  days,  how  difmal  and 
unredeemed,  of  an  apoftate  human  life  ?  What  a  for¬ 
midable  revelation  does  fu'ch  a  man  befpeak  in  lieu  o 
that  which  brought  pardon  and  peace  ?  What  a  revela¬ 
tion  of  no  glad  tidings  awaits  him,  when  his  now-in¬ 
volving  cloud  breaks,  and  truth  thunders  on  the  dread¬ 
fully  illumined  foul,  at  the  no-diftant  hour  of  death  ? 


It  is,  indeed,  in  man’s  option,  which  of  thefe  revela¬ 
tions  he  will  admit  (one  he  muft)  ;  but  it  is  not  m  man’s 
vvifdom  to  make  the  leaft  apology  for  a  wrong  option 
in  fo  plain  and  important  a  point.  A  point  how  pmm . 
I  mall  here  juft  touch  on  a  fingle  proof  of  the  truth  or 
Chriftianity,  which  renders  any  further  proof,  among 
proofs  innumerable,  unneccffary  with  me,  to  create  and 
i upper t  our  Chriftian  taith. 


Every  tiling  in  the  natural  world  is  a  proof  of  a  God  ; 
nd  aimed  every  thing  in  the  moral  world  is  a  proof  o 
revelation.  As,  in  the  material  untverfe  all  eaau.y 
orrefponds  with  the  previous  tdeas  of  it  m  the  D.vine 
viiiid*;  and  in  a  fnbftantial  copy  renders  legible  to  man 
ts  inviftble  pattern,  in  the  thought  of  the  Aamgi  }^ 
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fo  a  complete  hiftory  of  mankind  (if  fuch  could  he  had) 
would  be  little  more  than  the  fame  Almighty’s  prophetic 
word  in  Scripture,  materialized  into  fad.  The  prophets 
are  more  accurate  and  authentic  hiftorians  of  the  future  y 
than  the  moll  happy  genius,  uninfpired,  can  poffibly  be 
of  the  pc.Ji.  And  want  vve  miracles  for  our  convidion  ? 
The  feries  of  Scripture-prophecies  accomplished,  is  the 
moll  linking  of  miracles  :  It  is  a  miracle  not  expiring 
in  a  tranfient  ad  ;  but  of  great  longevity,  per  filling  in 
a  perpetual -increafing  weight  and  validity,  through  the 
protraded  courfe  of  many  thoufand  years.  Jt  is  a  liv- 
ing,  growing,  permanent,  paramount,  miracle,  lighted 
up  as  a  lamp  of  illumination  for  all  ages ;  that  all  able 
to  fee,  might  be  quite  unable  to  dilbelieve;  quite  un¬ 
able  to  retain  reafon,  and,  at  the  fame  time,  renounce 
belief.  For  if  the  Scripture-prophecies  are  fulfilled,  the 
Scripture  is  the  word  of  God  ;  and  if  the  Scripture  is 
the  word  of  God,  Chriftianity  cannot  be  falfe.  Shall 
we  rejed  it  as  falfe,  when,  in  the  prefcnt  fate  of  almod 
all  nations,  vve  are  furrounded,  and  condemned,  by  a 
full  ocular  demonllration  of  its  being  true  ?  Let  us  dif- 

pute  our  own  exigence,  if  we  would  continue  of  a  piece 
with  this. 

Where  is  our  natural  curiofity  ?  And  that,  in  points 
which  concern  us  molt  ?  Would  we  know  what  we  are  ; 
or  what  we  mayy  or  viujl  be  to  all  eternity  ?  Nothing 
but  revelation  can  tell  us  either.  So  that  if  we  aded 
on  no  higher  motive  than  mere  inllind,  revelation  would 
be  precious  in  our  fight.  But  vice  extinguilhes  not  our 
reafon  only,  but  our  inllind  too,  when  it  would  do  us 
any  good.  Either  the  ftrongeft  inllind  of  curiofu-y  is 
extinguilhcd  by  it,  or  there  is  an  altonilhing,  and  per- 

N  5  nicious 
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nicious  felf-denial  in  infidels,  if  their  moft  natural  curb 
ofity  is  ft  ill  alive.  Revelation  was  written  for  our  in- 
flruflion  ;  and  are  we  too  wife  to  be  inftrudled  by  God 
*  himfelf?  Throw  we  by  unread,  and  as  of  no  confe- 
quence,  an  unfealed  letter  fent  to  us  from  the  Al¬ 
mighty  ? 

In  our  infidels  it  is  no  lefs  than  defiance  of  common 
fenfe,  no  lefs  than  hardened  impudence  to  the  rational 
nature  of  man,  to  pretend,  that,  on  due  inquiry,  they 
want  proof  of  the  truth  of  the  gofpel.  Its  proof  is  not 
only  great,  but  amazing  ;  it  is  not  only  fufficient  to  con¬ 
vince,  but  aftonifh  :  Such  its  accumulated,  overwhelm¬ 
ing,  evidence,  fo  truly  marvellous  its  light ,  that  if  re¬ 
medied,  it  lays  us  under  a  neceffity  of  rejedling  reafon, 
and  revelation,  together.  And  is  not  reafon  obeyed ,  the 
foie  dignity,  glory,  grandeur,  of  gods,  and  men  ?  No¬ 
thing  can  fo  much  degrade  as  the  violation  of  rea¬ 
fon  ;  and  no  violation  of  reafon  is  equal  to  a  wrong 
option  in  this  point  fupreme.  Too  faint  is  the  ftrongeil 
colouring  of  all  the  fevere  fables  of  antiquity,  to  reach 
an  abfurdity  fo  abfurd. 

That  of  Circe's  Sty,  and  Chiron  §  Stud,  falls  fiiort  of 
the  mark.  For  reafon,  in  thofe  days,  had  not  fuch  pow¬ 
erful  motives  to  combat,  or  fuch  glaring  lights  to  refill. 
And  guilt  blackens,  in  proportion  to  the  llreng.h  of  the 
lights  refilled,  and  the  motives  overcome. 

Since  then  (as  has  been  proved)  if  reafon  makes  a 
man,  by  ceafing  to  be  Chriilians,  they  ceafe  to  be  men ; 
by  what  term  fhall  we  call  thofe,  whom  no  term  can 

defame  ?  Let,  therefore,  your  offended  filler  pardon  my 

■parable ; 
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parable  ;  and  let  no  honed  man,  for  the  future,  fo  far 
offend  propriety,  and  profane  our  language,  as  to  join 
in  one  abufed  word  fuch  repugnant  ideas,  as  thofe  of. 
the  Centaur  and  the  man  ;  one  the  idea  of  a  being,  hor¬ 
ridly  rejoicing  in  the  miferable,  and  miftaken,  thought, 
that  this  fhort  life,  fhortened  by  vice  and  vanity,  is  his 
All;  and  that,  like  the  fnuff  of  a  candle,  it  f  ail  go 
out  for  ever  ;  rejoicing  to  think,  that  after  all  his  buftle 
and  ambition,  he  fhall  only,  by  his  putrid  carcafe ,  add 
ranknefs  to  a  clod  of  earth,  and  defile  the  dirt :  I  he  other 
idea  is  that  of  a  being  big  with  humble,  but  triumph¬ 
ant,  hope,  of  exalting,  with  his  immortal  fpirit ,  joy  ce- 
leflial  ;  of  adding  melody  to  feraphic  choirs,  in  ceafe- 
lefs  Hallelujahs  to  their  Eternal  King.  Sing  praifes, 
“  ling  praifes  to  our  God  ;  fmg  praifes,  ling  praifes  to 
“  our  King.  Praife  him,  all  ye  angels  !  praife  him, 
“  all  his  hoif.  Praife  him,  fun  and  moon  !  praife  him, 
“  all  ye  liars,  and  light !”  For  a  fairer  light,  a  nobler 
liar,  a  more  illuftrious  fun  is  rifen  ;  the  fun  of  righte- 
oufnefs  with  healing  in  his  wings ;  and  all  the  glories  of 
unbounded  creation  are  outflione  by  the  fi nailed  beam 
of  the  gofpel ;  by  the  fainted  hope  of  wrath  appealed, 
and  eternal  life. 

Yet  this  is  that  light,  which  fome,  in  th  hr  open or 
wifdom,  would  extinguilh  as  fuperfluous  to  ln-m,  and 
fet  up  the  dim  taper  of  their  reafon  in  its  dead  : 

O  thou  <vjorft  guide,  philofopher,  and  friend  l 
Say,  for  thou  know’d,  what  is  it  to  oe  wife  ? 

Ed.  on  Man . 

*4/ 

With  equal  ^wi/doniy  thou  mighted  imagine  the  fun  fu.» 

N  6  peril  nous. 
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peril aous,  and  unneceffary  to  the  material  world  ;  and 
call  on  chaos  for  primaeval  darkneis,  as  the  great  bl ef¬ 
fing  of  mankind.  Say,  for,  indeed,  thou  knoweft, 
is  not  Lucifer  in  the  lift  of  fuch  benefactors  as  thefe  ? 

Though  in  this  his  lordlhip  is  quite  as  good  a  friend 
to  mankind,  as  he  is  a  philofopher  in  his  materiality  of 
the  foul  j  yet  I  will  venture  advancing  towards  that  pre¬ 
cious  do&rine,  fo"  far,  as  to  call,  without  fcruple,  fuch 
fort  of  imaginations  the  thoughts  of  the  body,  for  from 
the  body’s  predominance  they,  neceftarily,  rife  :  And 
that  necefiity  proves  the  neceffity  of  religion,  which  they 
refill :  fo  that  fuch  men  (which,  perhaps,  they  are  not 
aware  of),  while,  as  much  as  they  can,  they  condemn 
religion,  they  commend  it  too  ;  they  as  loudly  call  for  it, 
as  the  difeafe  for  the  cure.  For  religion  is  nothing,  but 
.an  expedient  for  fupporting,  againft  the  body’s  aifaults 
and  encroachments,  the  facred  interefts  of  the  foul. 

At  your  requeft.  Sir,  in  the  wide-fpread  ruins  of  our 
faith  and  virtue,  I  have  taken  a  flight  view  of  a  more 
melancholy  fcene,  than  could  be  prefented  by  famine, 
peftilence,  or  the  fword :  but,  by  God’s  grace,  we  ihall 
repent ;  and  not  fuffer  our  greateft  glory  to  become  our 
o-reateft  dread;  not  fuffer  our  prime  and  unfpeakable 
blefling,  immortality ,  to  render  exiftence  the  moft  mfup- 
portable  curfe.  What  a  terrible  inverflon  is  this  of  the 
high  favours  of  heaven  !  This  muft  be  the  cafe  when 
man  is  all  fenfe :  For  to  fenfe  nothing  exifts  but  th e  pre¬ 
fix,  Our  prefent  is  fo  dear,  that  our  future  is  undone. 
Strange  conduft ;  when  our  flep  out  of  life  is  fo  fhort 
and  fo  fare,  fudden,  and  innumerable  our  accidents  in  it, 
that  almoft  every  moment  allures  us,  that  unlefs  in  time 
we  lay  hold  on  our  invfble,  and,  to  reafon  alone,  exi  ing 
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God,  we  fhall  foon  fall  from  all  we  held  fo  dear  ;  and 
that  then,  not  only  all  our  happinefs,  but  all  our  hope, 
is  at  an  end. 

What  is  there,  O  my  countrymen !  O  my  friend  !  O 
mv  poor,  endangered,  immortal  foul !  what  is  there, 
from  Adam  to  this  hour,  but  fully  confirms  what  I  fay  ? 
The  world  allures  us ;  the  world  condemns  us ;  he  who 
takes  that  kind  advice,  which  through  his  own  experience, 
the  world  conveys,  will  defpife  all  its  charms.  As  ig¬ 
norance  teems  with  infidelity,  fo  knowlege  is  a  fail  friend 
of  faith,  If  we  would  but  know,  what  we  cannot  but 
know  ;  if  we  would  but  believe  our  fenfes  in  what  pafles, 
and  our  common  records  in  what  has  pafied  ;  it  would 
not  only  reconcile  us  to,  but,  almoft,  fupply  the  place  of, 
cur  Creed ;  fo  very  natural  a  growth  is  the  Chriftian  of 
the  man. 

As  natural  a  growth  of  an  infidel  is  a  bead::  a  bead 
by  God  uncreated  ;  by  Adam  unnamed.  That  defedl 
Adam's,  meanefl  fon  has  fupplied,  by  writing  CEN¬ 
TAUR  in  the  horrid  gap,  which  the  bold  infidel  has 
made,  by  the  defperate  erafure  of  his  chriftian  name. 

Is  this  thought  too  opprobrious,  and  a  term  of  re¬ 
proach  ? — I  will  make  fome  amends  by  a  fhort  hint  of 
advice,  which  may  fave  from  reproach  the  whole  length 
of  their  lives.  i(  Let  not  the  brute  any  longer  run  away 
“  with  the  man,  left  fomething  more  dreadful  fhould  run 
*(  away  with  the  brute.” 

If  this  advice  is  refufed,  as  Alexander  faid  of  the  Per- 
fian  effeminate  army,  there  are  many  enemies ,  hut  fw 
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foldiers  ;  fb  fay  I,  of  this  Paphian  ifle,  there  are  a  multi* 
tude  of  people ,  hut  a  /mail  remnant  of  men  !  And  of  all 
brutes  the  moil  brutal  is  the  volunteer  in  brutality  ;  the 
brute  felf-made ;  the  brute  not  from  the  decree,  but 
abufe,  of  nature;  the  Jirange  brute-affrighting  brute, 
with  the  llature,  velture,  voice,  and  face  of  man  ;  the 
brute  myferious ,  irrationally  rational,  and  (with  horror 
let  me  {peak  it),  deplorably  immortal. 

Does  the  Centaur  hill  found  too  harlh  in  their  ears  ?  I 
will  fo  far  indulge  them,  as  to  change  it  for  flaw  ;  and 
inftead  of  making  free  with  their  hides,  only  rattle 
their  chains.  For  chains  they  wear,  galling,  infamous 
chains!  Till  ilubborn  and  wild  will,  is  broken  by  grace, 
and  reafon,  no  man  is  free;  but  madly  prefers  the  heavy 
burdens  of  his.luft,  and  the  fcourges  of  confcience,  to 
the  glorious  liberty  of  the  fons  of  God. 

And  is  it  polhble  that  pride  fhould  be  the  growth 
of  flavery  ?  They  are  proud  of  bondage,  triumph 
in  infamy,  and  imagine  that  in  their  high  flights 
of  folly,  and  riot  unreftrained,  there  is  fomething 
great.  No  man  is  great,  till  he  fees  that  every 
thing  in  this  world  is  little.  And  of  all  that  is 

little,  that  they  are  the  leak.  Would  they  know 
what  is  greatnefs  ?  Great  is  he,  and  he  alone,  who 
makes  the  whole  creation,  and  its  amazing  caule,  the 
circumference ,  and  his  own  true  intereft,  the  centre,  of  his 
thoughts.  Who  has  ftrength  and  fteadinefs,  to  weigh  in 
perpetual  and  equal  balance,  right  and  wrong,  body  and 
foul,  time  and  eternity,  nature  and  God  ;  and  fo  weigh¬ 
ing,  to  difdain  any  <very  anxious  thought,  for  lefs  than 

the  ^reateil  good  his  limited  nature  admits,  and  his  all- 
°  powerful 
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powerful  God  has  promifed  to  beftow.  That  God,  whofe 
are  the  ■pillars  of  the  earth ,  and  who  has  fet  the  world  upon 
them.  Who  in  his  wrath  thunders  out  of  heaven,  and  his 
adverfaries  are  broken  to  pieces. 

In  this ,  Sir,  in  giving  our  fupreme  good,  our  fupreme 
effort  and  concern,  in  fpight  of  all  temptation,  lies  the 
greatnefs  of  man.  Welfmay  it  lie  in  a  prudence,  fuch 
a  prudence,  as  angels  cannot  exceed.  If  this  is  want¬ 
ing,  vain  are  all]  other  pretenfions  to  greatnefs,  whe¬ 
ther  of  king,  hero,  or  philofopher.  And  a  Cafar,  a 
Marlborough ,  a  Newton,  a  Bolingbroke,  a  fidler,  tumbler, 
and  fcaramouch,  may  be  thrown  together  into  one  pro- 
mifcuous  heap  of  equal  impotence  for  attaining  true 
greatnefs.  The  performance,  indeed,  of  each  of  thefe 
candidates  for  glory,  the  multitude  may  admire;  but  the 
perfomner ,  at  the  fame  time,  will  be  condemned  by  the 
wife,  as  little-minded  and  mean  ;  nay,  as  a  very  fool,  in 
the  language  of  Scripture ;  that  is,  in  the  judgment  of 
God. 

You  fee,  therefore,  to  what  titles  of  renown  our  fijie 
men,  on  the  ftrideft  enquiry,  may  put  in  a  juft  pretence: 
fool  l  flaw  e  l  centaur!  —  The  laft  is  the  neweft,  and 
^which  would  be  well  for  them)  may  be  the  leaft  under¬ 
flood  ;  but  let  them  chufe  which  they  pleafe.  Were  it 
referred  to  me,  their  antichriftian  glory  fhould  be  quite 
aggrandized,  and  Ihine,  like  his  holinefs ,  triple-crowned 
with  all  three. 

To  that  tremendous  power,  which  alone  is  truly  great, 
and  good ;  in  whofe  favour  is  all  light,  life,  hope,  peace, 
joy,  and  falvation ,  be  thanks,  praife,  and  dominion 

over 
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over  the  rebel,  fool,  flame,  and  centaur ,  in  our  hearts. 
And  may  our  hearts,  thus  exorcifed,  have  a  lively  feel¬ 
ing  of  the  God  invifible  j  and,  panting  for  the  rivers  of 
true  pleafure  at  his  right  hand,  abhor  the  life  in  vogue-, 
and  in  faith  unihaken,  and  virtue  unfeigned,  be  con¬ 
firmed  for  evermore  :  nor  longer  (to  the  reproacn  eter¬ 
nal  of  the  prefent  age)  let  our  fins,  as  well  as  our  fitu- 
ation,  procla'm  us  to  be 

_ ~~lToto  aivifos  orhe  Britannos.  Vi  R  G. 

Eut  to  damp  my  rifmg  hope, I  know  not  if  another  dif- 
tindtion  of  Britons  from  the  greateft  part  of  mankind, 
may  not  have  been  the  glorious  indeed,  but  fatal  caufe  of 
this  mod  ignominious  effedl.  It  is  the  great  glory  of 
God  to  draw  good  out  of  evil.  To  draw  evil  out  of 
good  is  the  great  infamy  of  man. 

I  fufpedl,  that  an  infolent  pride  in  Britifh  liberty,  in 
fome  meafure,  inspires  Britifh  licence  of  thought,  and 
extravagance  of  opinion;  which  as  extravagant  a  practice 
for  ever  follows :  if  fo,  vice,  and  infidelity,  are  as 
much  our  national diltempers,  as  the  icurvy,  or  the  fpLen. 
Though  difcretion  much  befriends  happinefs,  happinefs 
is  no  friend  to  difcretion.  Great  bleffings  intoxicate. 
Liberty,  fraught  with  blefiings  as  it  is,  when  unabufed , 
has,  perhaps,  been  abufed  to  our  dedru&ion.  And  as 
Britifh  malt,  fubliniated  into  the  mofc  pernicious  liquor 
(now  fo  much  in  ufe),  fo  Britifh  liberty,  carried  into  h- 
centioufnefs,  has  poifoned  and  brutalifed  the  Britifh 
date.  By  too  much  exalting  our  fpirits,  it  corrupts  our 
manners ;  and  that  glory  of  our  conditution  is  the  dif- 

grace  of  our  lives.  Purely  to  prove  themfeives  free-men, 
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fome  turn  infidels :  Hanging  thcmfelves  would  be  as 
good,  and,  to  the  public,  a  lefs  pernicious,  proof.  Such 
men  fhould  perlonn  a  long  quarantine  ere  admitted  to 
the  embrace  even  of  a  brother.  Heaven  preferve  thee, 
my  friend,  from  the  freedom,  and  wifdom,  and  hap- 
pinefs,  now  in  vogue.  He  is  moll  free  who  is  bound 
by  the  laws  ;  he  is  moll  wife  who  owns  himfelf  weak  ; 
he  is  moll  happy  who  abridges  his  pleafurcs  ;  and  he  is 
moll  magnanimous,  O  ye  bold,  intrepid,  heaven- defy¬ 
ing,  Britons  !  who  fears  his  God. 

He,  indeed,  is  the  mod  magnanimous,  for  by  that 
fear  he  is  fortified  again!!  all  other.  And  he  is  by  for 
the  mod  happy  !  for  the  Divine  Favour,  the  light  of 
God’s  countenance  is  the  fun  of  the  human  foul,  whence 
all  its  vegetation  of  real  felicity  ;  and  though  the  world, 
(which  from  Him  receives  all  its  feeble  rays)  may  greatly 
fhine  in  our  eyes,  yet,  as  wifely  may  we  expefit  vigor¬ 
ous  and  vivifying  heat  from  the  moony  as  any  f  lid  fatit- 
faclion  from  it. 

But  juft  one  word  to  the  bufy,  ambitious,  learned, 
and  gay.  Vice  and  virtue  excepted,  no  man  on  earth 
can  fay,  what  is  good  cr  ill,  in  as  great  a  tumult  and 
uproar  as  your  paftions  are,  O  ye  bufy  !  and  ambitious  l 
about  every  thing  elfe :  And  to  love,  and  labour  at, 
what  God  commands,  and  to  deure  and  hope,  what  he 
promifes,  is  the  ilngle  great  leffon,  O  ye  learned !  and. 
the  fingle  true  pleafure,  O  ye  gay  !  of  human  life. 

And  now,  my  friend,  farewel.  I  rauft  truft  myfelf  no 
longer  with  the  pen  ;  for  while  I  think  there  is  a  pofft- 
bility,  that,  touched  by  fome  happy  ftroke,  but  one 
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fellow  mortal  may  be  raifed  from  a  perilling  man  of 
the  earth,  to  a  blefied  immortal,  my  bufy  mind  perpe¬ 
tually  fuggefts  new  hints,  and  my  heart  knows  not  how 
to  refrain  from  purfuing  them.  The  volume  grows  upon 
my  hands,  till  its  very  bulk  would  defeat  its  end.  New 
rays  of  thought  dart  in  upon  me,  which,  like  crols  lights, 
confound  and  perplex  each  other.  Something  of  this 
you  may  have  perceived  already.  Even  Centaurs  ha<ve 
been  human,  and  I  feel  the  ftrong  tie  of  humanity,  when 
going  to  bid  them  a  lad,  an  everlafting  farewel.  Like 
one  about  to  leave  unhappy  friends  in  the  midft  of  a  de- 
dru&ion,  which  yet,  by  timely  care,  they  might  efcape, 
dill,  at  the  moment  of  departure,  fame  new  caution 
occurs  to  me,  fame  new  exhortation,  famething  unfaid, 
or  not  fa  well  faid,  as  it  might  have  been.  But  now, 
the  adieu  mud  be  final.  With  only  this  additional,  and 
dill  more  urgent,  and  to  them  furprizing,  motive  far 
reformation,  (viz,.)  Pvly  a  fluring  them,  that  what  I  have 
hitherto,  through  tendernefs,  allowed  to  pafs  for  fable, 
is  adlual  fad.  That  the  Centaur  is  indeed  not  fabu¬ 
lous.  That  a  man  without  religion  is  really  a  bead ; 
and  fuch  is  he  pronounced  in  Scripture,  where  it  is  faid 
that  *  Be  a'lfo  is  fiefh  ;  that  is,  is* a  brute  !  And,  (what 
fhould  drike  them  not  a  little)  this  is  afligned  as  the  rea- 
fon  for  fweeping  away  our  degenerate  race  by  the  flood. 
A  brute,  in  truth,  he  is,  with  this  only  difference,  that 
his  fuperior  underflanding  gives  him  more  venom  than 
the  mod  envenomed  of  ferpents ;  and  enables  him  to  db 
more  fatal  mifahief  to  himfelf,  and  ethers,  than  with¬ 
out  the  curfa  of  reafan,  of  abufed  reafan,  could  poflibly 
be  done.  So  far  therefore  is  it  from  fatire,  that  kind 
admonition  is  all,  which  the  word  Centaur  implies. 


*  Gen.  vi, 


And 


; 


And  as  in  Tome  words  there  was  once  imagined  to  re- 
iide  a  magic  power  over  dcsmcns  themfelves,  that  opinion 
might  (till  prevail,  if  the  defign  of  thcfe  letters,  to  the 
wifh  of  all  honell  men,  could’  fucceed,  and  the  foul  na¬ 
ture  of  the  Centaur  be  call  out  by  the  name.  If  this  fhould 
be  the  fortunate  event,  thefe  pages  would  live  in  the 
lives  of  thofe  they  fliall  reclaim.  And  if  fo,  O  Bolings 
broke  l  and  you,  his  applauding  idolizers  !  what  to  this 
is  that  vain  immortality  which  the  meaneft  writers 
wifh,  and  which  the  noblefc  can  fcarcc  attain  ?  Praife  is 
an  error,  where  pardon  is-  indulgence  ;  and  pardon  is 
indulgence  to  the  brighteft  parts  mifapplied.  They  ra¬ 
ther  provoke,  than  pleafe,  the  worthy  mind,  by  laying 
it  under  the  difagreeabie  neceffity,  and  clafliing  dlfpo- 
fitions,  of  admiring  the  writer,  and  difapproving  the 
man.  Which,  in  fome  fort,  is  like  admiring  Nero  for 
his  fiddle,  when,  through  his  own  frenzy,  his  glorious 
capital  was  in  flames. 


I  am,  my  dear  friend, 


Nov.  1754. 


Trufy  Tours. 


[  234  ] 


POSTSCRIPT. 

I  Received  your  objections,  and  thank  you  for  them. 

I  believe  every  judicious  reader  will  make  the  fame. 
All  I  can  fay,  for  mitigation  of  their  cenfure,  is,  that 
they  who  take  on  them  to  read  le&ures  in  this  laughing 
age,  if  they  with  an  audience  but  moderately  large,  mult 
have  weight  enough  to  make  imprefiion  on  the  ferious ; 
and  levity  enough  to  catch  thole  wanton  ears,  which, 
unlefs  tickled  by  that  feather,  would  continue  (hut  as 
clofe,  as  their  filly  hearts  are  to  virtue,  though  an  angel 
Should  take  the  chair. 

I  know  you  are  fo  kindly  concerned  for  your  friend  s 
reputation,  that  the  mixture  of  levity  with  folemnity,  in 
thefe  letters,  makes  you  apprehenfive  of  its  expofing 
the  writer  to  cenfure  or  ridicule,  Yet,  how  is  it  polli- 
ble  to  write  on  io  dreadfully  mixed  a  fubjed,  as  the 
ways  of  man,  without  being  agitated  by  the  moll  con¬ 
tradictory  emotions  ?  His  follies  fo  fantaftically  wrong, 
fo  ludicroufly  abfurd  :  His  capacities  for  virtue  and 
happinefs,  fo  noble  :  His  vices  fo  fhocking  :  Then  con- 
fequence  fo  deplorable  ! — So  earneflly  delirous  I  am  of 
waking  him  from  that  dream,  in  which  he  nods  upon 
the  brink  of  eternal  ruin,  that  if  nothing  can  do  it  but 
my  own  difgrace,  my  own  buffoonery  (as  perhaps  he  will 
think  it),  I  rejoice  to  fall  io  low.  If  he  will  but  laugh 
with  me,  at  himfelf  ,  he  is  freely  welcome  to  laugh  at 
me,  as  much  as  he  fees  caufe.  It  is  not  his  applame, 
but  his  welfare,  that  is  fought.  Amendment  is  the  point 
in  view.  That  point  unpropofed,  (and  could  the  *  Vif- 

count  propofe  it.?)  all  cenfure  is  mere  malice,  and  mere 

im- 

*  Lord  Bolingbroke. 


. 

. 


POSTSCRIPT. 
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impertinence  is  all  harangue  ;  and  entitles  a  Tally,  a  Bo- 
lingbroke ,  and  a  parrot,  to  juft  the  fame  portion  of  our 
efteem,  and  applaufe.  Would  you,  my  friend,  judge 
aright  of  men  ?  Aik  not  *what  they  have  done,  but  why  ; 
or  their  characters  jvill  be  ftill  in  the  dark. — But  I  fear  I 
am  fetting  your  judgment  of  men  too  right  for  my  own 
intereft ;  I  mull  leave  it  under  the  power  of  fome  par¬ 
tiality,  for  the  fake  of  your  humble  fervant. 

Pardon  one  word  more,  f  Centaur  is  of  Greek  ex¬ 
traction,  and  fignifies  ftimulation.  May  it  here  prove 
(as  intended)  a  fpur  to  virtue;  and,  moft,  in  myfelf. 
Standing  in  awe  of  my  own  pen,  may  I  take  the  coun- 
fel  I  give  :  T  hus  only  can  1  be  fare  of  doing  any  good  ; 
thus  only  can  I  boldly  fay,  without  the  reader’s  leave, 
that  I  have  not  writ  in  vain.  Is  not  this  a  new  expedi¬ 
ent  for  writing  to  fome  little  purpofe  ;  and  an  expedient 
of  no  fmall  fervice  to  the  publick,  if  all  our  writers  would 
ufe  the  fame  ?  Their  numbers,  then,  would  be  lefs  a 
nuifance;  and  half  the  nation  (blefled  change  !)  would 
aim  at  virtue,  as  well  as  fame.  This,  too,  might  be 
fome  fort  of  apology  for  thofe  heroes  of  the  pen,  who, 
dauntlefs  at  their  own  danger,  with  the  fpirit  of  a  Curtius , 
for  the  fake  of  their  dear  country,  leap  headlong  into  the 
prefs,  (too  hafty  patriots !)  and  perifh  there. 

V incit  amor  patrice,  laudumque  immenfa  cupido .  VlRC, 
1'  From  Kgy]Hi/,  liimulare. 

FINIS. 


ERRATUM,  p.  21.  1.  laft,  for  immortal,  read  immoral/ 
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